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PREFACE. 

This  collection  bas  been  made  primarily  with  reference  to  the  wants  of 
the  Plymouth  Sabbath  School,  in  Brooklyn,  N.  Y.  It  has  been  a  growth 
rather  than  an  artificial  structure,  and  represents  hymns  and  tunes  that  have 
been  found  in  practice  to  be  most  useful  and  pleasing. 

Even  more  than  in  church  service  must  the  devotions  of  the  Sabbath 
School  be  largely  conducted  through  the  instrument  of  music. 

It  has  been  thought  that  other  schools  might  be  profited  by  this  publica- 
tion. The  general  superintendence  of  the  work  has  been  in  the  hands  of 
Mr.  Geo.  A.  Bell,  in  concert  with  a  Committee  from  the  School.  Mi. 
Wm.  B.  Bradbury  has  had  charge  of  the  musical  portion  of  the  work, 
and  no  other  guarantee  of  its  excellence  will  be  required  by  those  who 
are  familiar  with  his  labors  in  the  cause  of  Sabbath  Schools. 

',      Q,  HENRY   WARD   BEECHER. 

Brooklyn,  July,  1805.  

^"COPY-RIGHT  NOTICE..^ 
The  music  and  poetry  of  nearly  every  piece  in  this  woi-k  is  copy-right  property  and  "Entered 
according  to  Act  of  Congress."  No  person,  therefore,  has  a  right  to  print  in  any  form,  or  for  any 
purpose  whatever,  either  words  or  music,  without  first  obtaining  permission  from  the  author.  If  hymns 
or  tunes  are  desired  for  Sunday  School  Anniversaries,  or  for  any  other  purpose,  such  permission 
must  first  be  obtained,  otherwise  the  person  using  them  trespasses  against  the  laws  of  copy-right, 
Kiakea  himself  liable,  and  will  be  held  accountable.  yT2StpC>^>^^i^i^p^ 
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1  Come,  children,  join  to  sing,  Hal  -  le -Iu -jah,   A-raen  !  Loud  praise  to  Christ  our  King,  Hal-le- lu -jah,      A 


No.  1. 

2  Come,  lift  your  hearts  on  high, 

Hallelujah,  Amen ! 
Let  praises  fill  the  sky, 

Hallelujah,  Amen ! 
He  is  our  guide  and  friend, 
To  us  He'il  condescend  ; 
His  love  shall  never  end, 

Hallelujah,  Amen' 


3  Praise  yet  the  Lord  again, 

Hallelujah,  Amen! 
Life  shall  not  end  the  strain, 

Hallelujah,  Amen ! 
On  heaven's  blissful  shore, 
His  goodness  we'll  adore, 
Singing  for  evermore 

Hallelujah,  Amenl 
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V  ! 

1  Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds  Our  hearts  in  Christian  love  :  The  fellowshipof  kindred  minds  Js  like  to  that    a  -  bove. 

2  Before  our  Father's  throneWe  pour  our  ardent  prayers ;  Our  fears,our  hopes,our  aims,are  one, Our  comforts  and  our  cares. 


S.  M. 

3  We  share  our  mutual  woes, 

Our  mutual  burdens  bear, 
And  often  for  each  other  flows 
The  sympathizing  tear. 

4  This  glorious  hope  revives 

Our  courage  by  the  way; 
"While  each  in  expectation  lives, 
And  longs  to  see  the  day. 

S.  M. 

1  The  Spirit,  in  6ur  hearts, 

Is  whispering,  "Sinner,  come:" 
The  bride,  the  church  of  Christ,  proclaims 
To  all  His  children,  "Come!" 
2.  Let  him  that  heareth  say 

To  all  about  him,  "Come!" 
Let  him  that  thirsts  for  righteousness, 
To  Christ,  the  fountain,  come! 
8  Yes,  whosoever  will, 

O  let  him  freely  come, 
And  freely  drink  the  stream  of  life; 
'Tis  Josus  bids  him  come. 


4  Lo!  Jesus,  who  invites, 

Declares,  "I  quickly  come;" 
Lord,  even  so!  we  wait  Thine  hour; 
O  blest  Redeemer,  come! 

S.  M. 

1  Welcome,  sweet  day  of  rest, 

That  saw  the  Lord  arise, 
Welcome  to  this  reviving  breast, 
And  these  rejoicing  eyes. 

2  The  King  himself  comes  near, 

And  feasts  his  saints  to-day ; 
Here  may  we  sit,  and  see  Him  here, 
And  love,  and  praise,  and  pray. 

3  One  day,  amid  the  place 

Where  God,  my  God%  hath  been, 
Is  sweeter  than  ten  thousand  days 
Within  the  tents  of  sin. 

4  My  willing  soul  would  stay 

In  such  a  frame  as  this, 
And  sit  and  sing  herself  away 
To  everlasting  bliss. 


S.  M. 

1  To-morrow,  Lord,  is  Thine, 

Lodged  in  Thy  sovereign  hand  ; 
And  if  its  sun  arise  and  6liine, 
It  shines  by  Thy  command. 

2  The  present  moment  flies 

And  bears  our  life  away  ; 
O,  make  Thy  servants  truly  wise, 
That  they  may  live  to-day. 

8  Since  on  this  fleeting  hour 

Eternity  is  hung,  » 

Awake,  by  Thine  almighty  power, 
The  uged  and  the  young. 
4  One  thing  demands  our  care  ; 
U,  be  that  still  pursued, 
Lest,  slighted  once,  the  season,  fair 
Should  never  be  renewed. 

S.  M. 

1  How  charming  is  the  place 

Where  my  Redeemer  God 
Unvals  the  beauties  of  His  face, 
And  sheds  His  love  abroad  ! 

2  Not  the  fair  palaces 

To  which  the  great  resort, 
Are  once  to  be  compared  with  this, 

Where  Jesus  holds  His  court. 
8  Here  on  the  merc3'-seat, 

With  radiant  glory  crowned, 
Our  joyful  eyes  behold  Him  sit, 

And  smile  on  all  around. 


4  To  Him  their  prayers  and  cries 

Each  humble  soul  presents  ; 
He  listens  to  their  broken  6ighs, 
And  grants  them  all  their  wants. 

5  Give  me,  O  Lord,  a  place 

With  ill  Thy  blessd  abode, 
Among  the  children  of  Thy  grace, 
The  servants  of  my  God. 

?  S.  M. 

1  Jescs,  who  knows  full  well, 

The  heart  of  every  saint, 

Invites  us  all  our  griefs  to  telL 

To  pray,  and  never  faint. 

2  He  bows  His  gracious  ear. 

We  never  plead  in  vain : 
Yet  we  must  wait  till  He  appear, 
And  pray,  and  pray  again. 

3  Je6us  the  Lord  will  hear 

His  chosen  when  they  cry  : 
Yes,  though  He  may  a  while  forbear, 
Hell  help  them  from  on  high. 

4  His  nature,  truth,  and  love, 

Engage  Him  on  their  side ; 
When  they  are  grieved,  His  bowels  more, 
And  can  they  be  denied  ? 

5  Then  let  U6  earnest  be, 

And  never  faint  in  prayer; 
He  loves  our  importunity. 

And  makes  our  cause  His  care 
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1.  The  heavens  declare  thy  glory,  Lord!  In  every  star  thy  wisdom  shines;  But  when  our  eyes  behold  thy 
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word,  We  read  thy  name   in 
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fairer  lines;  2.  The  rolling  sun,  the  changing  light  And  nights  and 
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days  thy  power  confess;  But  the  blest  vol-ume  thou  hast  writ  Reveals  thy  jus-tice  and  thy  grace. 


Snn,  moon,  and  stars  convey  Thy  praise 

Round  the  whole  earth,  and  never  stand; 
So  when  Thy  truth  began  its  race 

It  touched  and  glanced  on  every  land 
Nor  shall  Thy  spreading  Gospel  rest 

Till  through  the  world  Thy  truth  nas  run ; 
Till  Christ  has  all  the  nations  bless'd 

That  see  the  light  or  feel  the  sun. 


L.  M. 

5  Great  Sun  of  Ri<jrli»^ousness,  arise  ; 
Bless  the  dark  world  with  heavenly  light ; 

Thy  Oospel  makes  the  simple  wise, 

Thy  laws  are  pure,  Tin*  judgments  right. 

6  Thy  noblest  wonders  here  we  view 
In  souls  renewed,  and  sins  forgiven  ; 

Lord,  cleanse  my  sins,  my  soul  renew, 
And  make  Thy  word  my  guide  to  heaven. 


©  L.  M. 

1  The  starry  firmament  on  high, 
And  all  the  glories  of  the  sky, 

Tet  6hine  not  to  Thy  praise,  0  Lord, 
*v»  brightly  as  Thy  written  word. 

2  The  hopes  that  holy  word  supplies, 
Its  truths  divine  and  precepts  wise — 
In  each  a  heavenly  beam  I  6ee, 

And  ever}-  beam  conducts  to  Thee. 

'4  Alaiighty  Lord  !  the  sun  shall  fail, 
The  moon  forget  h«-r  nightly  tale, 
And  deepest  silence  hush  on  high 
The  radiant  chorus  of  the  sky — 

4  But  fixed  for  everlasting  years, 
Unmoved  amid  the  wreck  of  spheres, 
Thy  word  shall  shine  in  cloudless  day 
When  heaven  and  earth  have  passed  away. 

lO  L.  M. 

1  The  Lord  is  King  !  lift  up  thy  voice, 
0  earth,  and  all  ye  heavens,  rejoice ! 
From  world  to  world  the  joy  shall  ring  : 
The  Lord  omnipotent  is  King! 

2  The  Lord  is  King  !  child  of  the  dust, 
The  Judge  of  all  the  earth  is  just : 
Holy  and  true  are  all  His  ways  ; 
Let  every  creature  speak  his  praise. 

3  Come,  make  your  wants,  your  burdens  known 
The  contrite  soul  He'll  ne'er  disown  ; 

And  angel-bands  arc  waiting  there, 
His  messages  of  love  to  bear. 


4  O,  when  His  wisdom  can  mistake, 
His  might  decay,  His  love  forsake  ; — 
Then  may  His  children  cense  to  sing, 
The  Lord  omnipotent  is  King! 
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L.  M. 


1  High  in  the  heavens,  eternal  God, 

Thy  goodness  in  full  glory  shines  ; 
Thy  truth  shall  break  through  every  cloud 
That  vails  and  darkens  Thy  designs. 

2  Forever  firm  Thy  justice  stands, 

As  mountains  their  foundations  keep  , 
Wise  are  the  wonders  of  Thy  hands  ; 
Thy  judgments  are  a  might}-  deep. 

3  Thy  providence  is  kind  and  large  , 

Both  man  and  beast  Thy  bounty  share; 
The  whole  creation  is  Thy  charge, 
But  saints  are  Thy  peculiar  care. 

4  My  God,  how  excellent  Thy  grace ! 

Whence  all  our  hope  and  comfort  spring* 
The  sons  of  Adam,  in  distress, 
Fly  to  the  shadow  of  Thy  wings. 

5  From  the  provisions  of  Thy  house 

We  shall  be  fed  with  sweet  repast ; 
There  mercy  like  a  river  flows, 
And  brings  salvation  to  our  taste. 

6  Life,  like  a  fountain  rich  and  free. 

Springs  from  the  presence  of  my  L^rd, 
And  in  Thy  light  our  souls  shall  see 
The  glories  promised  in  Thy  wordT 


CORONATION.    CM. 


Oliver  Hoidem 
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1  All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus' name,  Let  angels  prostrate  fall;  Bring  forth  the  royal    di  -  a-dem,  And 
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crown  him  Lord     of        all,     Bring  forth  the  royal     di  -  a-dem,  And  crown  him  Lord  of    all. 
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C.  M. 


2  Crown  Him,  ye  morning  stars  of  light, 

Who  fix'd  this  floating  ball; 
Now  hail  the  strength  of  Israel's  might, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

3  Sinners,  whose  love  can  ne'er  forget 

The  wormwood  and  the  gall ; 
Go,  spread  your  trophies  at  His  feet, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

4  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe, 

On  tins  terrestrial  ball, 
To  Him  all  majesty  ascribe, 
And  crown  Uim  Lord  of  nil. 

5  O  that  with  yonder  sacred  throng, 

We  at  His  feet  may  fall ; 


We'll  join  the  everlasting  song, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 
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C.  M. 

Again  the  Lord  of  life  and  light 

Awakes  the  kindling  ray, 
Dispels  the  darkness  of  the  night, 

And  pours  increasing  day. 

2  O  what  a  night  was  that  which  wrapt 

A  guilty  world  in  gloom! 
0  what  a  sun  which  broke  this  day 
Triumphant  from  the  tomb! 

3  The  powers  of  darkness  leagued  in  vain 

To  bind  our  Lord  in  death ; 
He  shook  their  kingdom,  when  He  fell, 
By  his  expiring  breath. 


4  And  now  His  conquering  chariot  wheels 

Ascend  the  lofty  skies; 
Broken  beneath  his  powerful  cross, 
Death's  iron  scepter  lies. 

5  This  day  be  grateful  homage  paid, 

And  loud  hosannns  sung; 
Let  gladness  dwell  in  every  heart, 
And  praise  on  every  tongue. 

6  Ten  thousand  thousand  voices  join 

To  hail  this  happy  morn, 
Which  scatters  blessings  from  its  winga 
On  nations  yet  unborn. 


14 


C.  M. 


1  Oh  '  for  a  shout  of  sacred  joy 

To  God,  the  sovereign  King  ; 
Let  every  land  their  tongues  employ, 
And  hymns  of  triumph  sing. 

2  Jesus,  our  God,  ascends  on  high  ; 

His  heavenly  guards  around 
Attend  Him  rising  through  the  sky, 
With  trumpets'  joyful  sound. 

3  While  angels  shout  and  praise  their  King, 

Let  mortals  learn  their  strains  ; 
Let  all  the  earth  iiis  honor  sing  ; — 
O'er  all  the  earth  he  reigns. 

4  Rehearse  his  praise,  with  awe  profound  ; 

Let  knowledge  lead  the  song  ; 
Nor  mock  Him  with  a  solemn  sound 
Upon  a  thoughtless  tongue. 


5  In  Israel  stood  His  ancient  throne : — 
He  loved  that  chosen  race  ; 
But  now  He  calls  the  world  His  own; 
The  heathen  taste  His  grace. 


1£5 


C.  M. 


1  I  sing  th'  almighty  power  of  God, 

That  made  the  mountains  rise, 
That  spread  the  flowing  seas  abroad, 
And  built  the  lofty  skies. 

2  I  sing  the  wisdom  that  ordained 

The  sun  to  rule  the  d;iy  ; 
The  moon  shines  full  at  His  command, 
And  all  the  stars  obey. 

3  I  sing  the  goodness  of  the  Lord, 

That  filled  the  earth  with  food  ; 
He  formed  the  creatures  with  His  word, 
And  then  pronounced  them  good. 

4  Lord!  how  Thy  wonders  are  displayed 

Where'er  I  turn  mine  eye  ! 
If  I  survey  the  ground  I  tread, 
Or  gaze  upon  the  sky  ! 

5  There's  not  a  plant  or  flower  below 

But  makes  Thy  glories  known  ; 
An<*.  clouds  arise,  and  tempests  blow, 
By  order  from  Thy  throne. 

6  Creatures  that  borrow  life  from  Theo 

Are  subject  to  Thy  care  ; 
There's  not  a  place  where  we  can  fleo 
But  God  is  present  there. 
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1.  Jesus  !  tender  Shepherd. hear  me  !  Bless  thy  little  lamb  to 


MT.  VERNON.    8s  k  7s. 
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I)r.  Lowell  Mason.    By  permission. 
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night !  Thro'  the  darkness  be  thou  near  me,  Watch  my  sleep  till 

[morning  light. 
-g^g_-g-«,    -*-  -r»--r-g--gl-*^g--rg^*-g- 


16  8s  &  7s  . 

2  All  this  day  thy  hand  has  led  me, 

And  I  tlinnk  thee  for  thy  care  ; 
Thou  hast  clothed  me,  warm'd  and  fed  me,- 
Listen  to  my  evening  prayer. 

3  Let  my  sins  be  all  forgiven  ! 

Bless  the  friends  I  love  so  well! 
Take  mt,  when  1  die,  to  heaven, 
Happy  there  with  thee  to  dwell. 

W  8s  &  7s. 

1  Light  of  those  whose  dreary  dwelling 

Borders  on  the  shades  of  death  ! 
Rise  on  us,  Thyself  revealing — 
Rise  and  chase  the  clouds  beneath. 

2  Thou,  of  heaven  and  earth  Creator ! 

In  our  deepest  darkness  rise  ; 
Scatter  all  the  night  of  nature, 
Pour  the  day  upon  our  eyes. 
8  Still  we  wait  for  Thine  appearing  ; 
Life  and  joy  Thy  beams  impart, 
Chasing  all  oiir  fears,  and  cheeiiug 
Every  meek,  benighted  heart. 
4  Save  us.  in  Thy  great  compassion, 
O,  Thou  mild,  pacific  Prince ! 


IS 


r 

Give  the  knowledge  of  salvation, 
Give  the  pardon  of  our  sins. 
5  By  Thine  all-sufficient  merit. 
Every  burdened  soul  release  ; 

Every  wean*,  wandering  spirit 
Guide  into  Thy  perfect  peace. 

8s  &  7s. 

1  Please  to  watch  us,  blessed  Saviour, 

As  we  leave  our  "Sabbath  home;" 
Guide  and  keep  us  from  all  danger, 
Till  again  to  thee  we  come. 

2  Though  we  very  often  wander 

In  the  paths  of  vice  and  sin, 
Yet  we  pray  that  thou  wouldst  hear  us, 
Cleanse  and  make  us  pure  within. 

3  Make  each  spirit  meek  and  lowly, 

Make  us  leave  the  ways  of  strife, 
Lead  us  in  the  path  of  duty. 
Lead  us  to  the  "  better  life." 

4  Thus  we'd  serve  thee,  blessed  Saviom, 

Till  we've  crossed  life's  stormy  sea, 
And  with  each  loved  friend  and  teacher, 
All  are  gathered  home  to  thee. 


LEBANON. 


8.  M. 
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lO    1.  I      was         a      wandering  sbeop, 

2.  The  Shepherd  sought  his    6heep, 

3.  Je  -  8us,      my   Shepherd  is, 


I       did     not     love    the     fold  : 
The  Fa  -  ther  sought  his    child  ; 
'Twas  he  that  loved  my      sonl. 


I     did    not  love  mv 

They  followed  me  o*er 

'Twas  he  that  wash'd  me 
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Shepherd's  voice,  I  would  not     be       con -troll'd ;     I     wa6        a        way-ward       child, 

vale     and    hill,  O'er  des  -  erts  waste  and     wild :     They  found  me  nigh     to  death, 

in         his  blood,  'Twas  he  that  made  me     whole  :  'Twas  he     that  6ought  the  lost. 

••-       ■#-■#-       •£--»-  ■*-     -m- 
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Fam- 
That 
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did  not   love  my     home,     I     did   not  love   my  Father's  voice,  I   loved  a-far      to       ronm. 
ished,  and  faint,  and  lone;  They  bound  me  with  the  bands  of  love.  They  saved  the  wandering  ok«j. 
found  the  wandering  sheep,  Twas  he  that  brought  me  to  the  fold,  'Tis  he  that  still  doth  keep. 

I     v  I     p    r^=T  /  p    r    •  r    p 


12  PORTUGUESE  HYMN. 

■S-t-js — icr-i Vr- 1 ^-^::JY-J      Is— Vr- 1 is — -r-i— ".— N 


.  1_  N>3 


1  How  firm  a  foundation,  ye  saints  of  the  Lord,  Is  laid  for  your  faith  in  his  excellent  word ;  What  more  can  he 


EEE 


say  than  to  you  he  hath  said — Who  unto  the  Sarionr,  for  refuge  have  fled,  Who  unto  the  Sariow  for  refuge  have  fled 


SO 


lis. 


Fear  not,  I  am  with  thee,  Oh  !  be  not  dismayed, 
For  I  am  thy  God,  and  will  still  give  thee  aid  : 
I'll  strengthen  thee,  help  thee,  and  cause  thee  to  stand, 
Upheld  by  my  righteous,  omnipotent  hand. 

When  through  the  deep  waters  I  call  thee  to  go, 
The  rivers  of  sorrow  shall  not  overflow  ; 
For  I  will  be  with  thee  thy  trials  to  bless, 
And  sanctify  to  thee  thy  deepest  distress. 

4. 
"When  through  fiery  trials  thy  pathway  shall  lie, 
My  grace,  all-sufficient,  shall" be  thy  supply, 


The  flame  shall  not  hurt  thee  ;  I  only  design 
Thy  dross  to  consume,  and  thy  gold  to  refine. 

5. 
E'en  down  to  old  age  all  my  people  shall  prove 
My  sovereign,  eternal,  unchangeable  love  ; 
And  then,  wh°n  gray  hairs  shall  their  temples  adorn, 
Like  lambs  they  shall  still  in  My  bosom  be  borne. 

6. 
The  soul  that  on  Jesus  hath  leaned  for  repose, 
1  will  not — 1  will  not  desert  to  his  foes  : 
That  soul — though  all  hell  should  endeavor  to  shake, 
I'll  never — no  never — no  never  forsake  ! 

KEXNKDT. 


«21  lis. 

1  The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,  how  happy  am  I! 
How  tender  and  watchful  my  wants  to  supply, 
He  daily  provides  me  with  raiment  and  food; 
Whate'er  he  denies  me  is  meant  for  my  good, 
The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,  then  I  must  obey 
His  gracious  commandment,  and  walk  in  his  way; 
His  fear  he  will  teach  me,  my  heart  he'll  renew, 
And  though  I'm  so  sinful,  my  sins  he'il  subdue, 
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3  The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,  how  happy  am  I ! 

I'm  blest  while  I  live,  and  I'm  blest  when  I  die; 

In  death's  gloomy  valley  no  evil  I'll  dread, 

"For  I  will  be  with  thee,"  my  Shepherd  has  said, 
I  The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,  I'll  6i'ng  with  delight. 

Till  called  to  adore  him  in  regions  of  light; 

Then  praise  him  with  angels  to  bright  harps  of  gold. 

And  ever  and  ever  his  glory  behold. 


MEROE.    L.M. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


4-1 


llBSS^fe 


W23F8L 

Ashamed  of  thee,  whom  angels  praise,  Whose  glories  shins 

thro' endless  days 


as 

2  Ashamed  of  Jesus!  sooner  far 
Let  evening  blush  to  own  a  star; 
He  sheds  the  beams  of  light  divine 
O'er  this  benighted  soul  of  mine. 

8  Ashamed  of  Jesus!  just  as  soon 
Let  midnight  be  ashamed  of  noon: 
'Tie  midnight  with  my  soul  till  he, 
Bright  morning-star!  bids  darkness  flee. 

4  Ashamed  of  Jesus!  that  dear  friend 
On  whom  my  hopes  of  heaven  depend? 


No ;  when  I  blush — be  this  my  shame, 
That  I  no  more  revere  his  name. 

5  Ashamed  of  Jesus!  Yes,  I  may, 
When  I've  no  guilt  to  wash  away — 
No  tear  to  wipe,  no  good  to  crave, 
No  fears  to  hush,  no  soul  to  save. 

6  Till  then — nor  is  my  boasting  vain — 
Till  then  I  boast  a  Saviour  slaiu ! 
And  oh,  may  this  my  glory  be, 
Jesus  is  not  ashamed  of  me! 


14 


EVENING  DEVOTION.    C.  M.    Double. 

J.  Zundel.     By  permission. 
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1.  I  heard  the  voice  of        Je-  sus  say,  Come    un  -    to  me  and  rest ;  Lay  down,  thou  wea-  ry 

— g       _    r®- n— d— g~r v* 


32EB 


,_J_|. 


» — s> — jg- 


i — ^-^-"-r — tr— r=F — r^r^ 


one,  lay  down  Thy  head  up-  on       my  breast 


sus      as     I     was,      Wea- 


ry,  and  worn,  and     sad, 


zmzff=± 


I     found  in    him     a       resting-place,  And  he   has  made  me    glad 

H 1 1 1 1 Li is 1 — — I C| 


:f? 


i- 
C.  M. 


t, — r- 
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2  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

Behold,  I  freely  give 
The  living  water;  thirsty  one 

Stoop  down  and  drink,  and  live  ; 
I  came  to  Jesus,  and  I  drank 

Of  that  life-giving  stream  ; 
My  thirst  was  quenched,  my  soul  revived, 

And  now  Flive  in  him. 


I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

I  am  this  dark  world's  light; 
Look  unto  me,  thy  morn  shall  rise, 

And  all  thy  day  he  bright. 
I  looked  to  Jesus,  and  I  found 

In  him  my  Star,  my  Sun  . 
And  in  that  light  of  life  I'll  walk, 

Till  traveling  days  are  done. 


Rather  slow  and  geDtle. 


MILWAUKEE.    8s  &  7s. 


John  Zundel,  ff  permission- 
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9\ 

1.  Saviour,  who  thy  flock  art     feeding  With  the  shepherd's  kindest  care,     All  the     f<w»  -  ble, 

2.  Now,  these  little   ones     re  -   ceiving,  Fold  them  in  thy     gracious  arm  ;  There,  we  know,  thy 


>— — ^=^1 — r-1^ — gF* — 


-U 


— #-»-» — j- '  i — r- 
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94  8s&7s. 

I     0    [~j~  |    «T     I      1 1 3  Never,  from  thy  pasture  roving, 

~g — ^~*~r j-*'"1* "f~g — 1 1        Let  them  be  the  lion's  prey  ; 

-a-'  |  |         '     ;  Let  thy  tenderness,  6o  loving, 

*•",,,      ,.       „T,  .,    ,,,,.,.  ,  Keep  them  thro'  life's  dangeroi 

gen-  tly  leading,  While  the  lambs  thy  bosom  share.  * 

word  be  -  lievinsr  On  -  ly    there,  se-  cure  from  harm.  ,  _  .  ,  .    ,,      ,  , .    ,         , 

4  Then  within  thy  fold  eternal, 

Let  them  find  a  resting-place  , 

*3lETZT1     Feed  in  pastures  ever  vernal, 

pZLp~.|J         Drink  the  rivers  of  thy  grace. 


▼  ay. 


JUL  k*.  WV  %+. 


me* 


*2£>  8s  &  7s. 

1  Saviour!  breathe  an  evening  blessing, 

Ere  repose  our  eyelids  seal  ; 
'  Sin  and  want  we  come  confessing  ; 

Thou  canst  save,  and  Thou  canst  heal. 

2  Though  destruction  walk  around  us, 

Though  the  arrows  past  us  fly, 
Angel-guards  from  Thee  surround  us — 
We  are  6afc,  if  Thou  art  nigh. 


3  Though  the  night  be  dark  and  dreary, 

Darkness  can  not  hide  from  Theo, 
Thou  art  He  who,  never  weary, 
Watcheth  where  Thy  people  bo 

4  Should  swift  death  this  night  o'ertake  us, 

And  our  couch  become  our  tomb, 
May  the  morn  in  heaven  awake  us, 
Clad  in  bright  and  deathless  bloom. 
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MISSIONARY  HYMtt.    7s  &  es. 


L.    MASO!f 


-•-  -»■  -»-  >«_      i 


T-rH— J— J       I   ,    J.. 


1.  From  Greenland's  icy  mountains,  From  India's  coral  strand, Where  Afric's  sunny  fountains  Roll  down  the  golden  sand, 

2.  What  though  the  spicy  breezes  Blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  isle  ;  Though  every  prospect  pleases,  And  on-  ly  man  is    vile : 


t£j0L  3S 


I 
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-tf~g: 


E*3pE 


From  many  an  ancient  river,  From  many  a  palmy  plain      They  call  us  to   de  -  liv  -  er  Their  land  from  error's  chain 
In  vain  with  lavish  kindness  The  gifts  of  God  are  strown  ;  The  heathen,  in  his  blindness, Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone  ' 


•j~- ,s — r^—0 — S— >~  i  Is -» — "lj    i"P— g — = — "'    ~  i* 


F^^ 


S6  7s  &  6s. 

3  Shall  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 

With  wisdom  from  on  high, 
Shall  we  to  men  benighted 

The  lamp  of  life  deny  ? 
Salvation.  0  salvation  ! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim, 
Till  each  remotest  nation 

Has  learned  Messiah's  name. 

4  Waft,  waft,  ye  winds,  his  story, 

And  you,  ye  waters,  roll, 
Till,  like  a  sea  of  glory, 

It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole 
Till  o'er  our  ransomed  nature 

The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain, 
Redeemer,  King,  Creator, 

In  bliss  returns  to  reign. 


87  7s  &  6s. 

1  Now  be  the  gospel  banner 

In  every  land  unfurl'd  ; 
And  be  the  shout,  hosanna, 

Re-echoed  through  the  world: 
Till  ev'ry  isle  and  nation, 

Till  every  tribe  and  tongue 
Receive  the  great  salvation, 

And  join  the  happy  throng. 

2  Yes,  Thou  shalt  reign  for  ever, 

O  Jesus,  Kins  of  kings  ! 
Thy  light,  Thy  "love,  Thy  favor, 

Each  ransomed  captive  sings: 
The  isles  for  Thee  are  waiting, 

The  deserts  learn  Thy  piaise. 
The  hills  and  valleys  greeting. 

The  song  responsive  iaise. 


SOI.0  AKD  DtJET. 


A  HEAVENLY  VOICE !  wm.  b.  bradbury.     17 


1   nark'  a  voice  !  a  heavenly  voice.  Floating  lightly,  lightly  by  !  Come  to  Jesus  and  rejoice,  Live  with  Him  on  high  ! 
2  Hark  !  a  voice  !  a  heavenly  voice, Singing  sweetly,  sweetly  now;  *•  Tis  the  hour  to  make  thy  choice. Come  .'  to  Jesus  bov 


-*^* — 
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CHORUS. 
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Yes  !  we  come  !  to  Jesus  come,  For  our  Saviour    ev  -  er  dear  Soon  will  call  us  to  His  home.  Free  from  every  fear. 
Jesus'  love— worth  more  than  gold  Dug  from  out  the  richest  niineB — Jesus'  lovo,  like  wealth  untold. Round  the  heart  entwin 


h     M    M   m r-J — M- 
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Soon  will  call   us      to     His  home,     Free  from  ev'- ry        fear. 
Je  -  sus  love,  like  wealth  untold,     Round  the  heart  «ntwiues. 
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38       7s  &  5s. 

Hark  !  a  voice  !  a  heavenly  voice, 

Hear  it  !  sounding  through  the  land  : 
"  Souls  on  earth  make  heaven  rejoice. 

Who  for  Jesus  stand." 
Jesus  !  take  us  in  thine  arms. 

Suffer  that  we  come  to  Thee  ; 
With  Thy  olessing.  earthly  harms 

From  our  path  will  flee. 


SO 


1  Wait,  my  soul,  upon  the  Lord, 

To  His  gracious  promise  Bee, 
Laying  hold  upon  His  word. 
"  j\8  thy  days,  thy  strength  shall  be.'' 

2  If  the  sorrows  of  thy  case 

Seem  peculiar  still  to  thee, 
God  has  promised  needful  grace, 

"As  thy  days,  thy  strength  shall  be.'' 


Tune — Holly,  p.  135. 

3  Days  of  trial,  days  of  grief. 
In  succession  thou  may's!  see  ; 

This  is  still  thy  sweet  relief. 

"  As  thy  days,  thy  strength  shall  be." 

4  Rock  of  Ages.  I'm  secure. 
With  Thy  promise  full  and  free  ; 

Faithful,  positive,  and  sure, — 

'•As  thy  'lays,  thy  strength  shall  be." 
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Words  by  Rev.  R.  Lowry. 

J*--N-     ^r-l N— ft-1- 


"  MARCHING  ON !" 

SUNDAY  SCHOOL   BATTLE  SONG.      Music  by  Wm.  B.  Bradbury. 


X.  Marching  on  !  marching  on !  glad  as  birds  on  the  wing,  Come  the  bright  ranks  of  soldiers  from  near  and  from  far ; 

ft  '  JS    I       ft '  JS"  J         •   ' -     ■&-■  -?>-■*-     _.    _    _     -g-:  S-  #    -».-.   JS 


Happy  hearts,  full  of  son 
ft      ^ 


'neath  our  banners  we  bring,  "Wo  aro    sol  • 


dicrs  of  Zi  -  on    prepared  for  the  war 
-ft.  -ft      jl.  .„.   .|H.      .o-_    _      End 


Marching  on  !  marching  on  ! 


$■—<* 


marching  on  1  Sound  tho  bat  ■ 


sr  ^m^xr^z^i 
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■  1  Sound  the  bat-  tie  -  cry !  March  ng 
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on! 


Marching  on ! 


marching  on  1 


AC. 


~jf^w 


1 — p — p-f- 

on!  marching  on!  marchinj 
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on !  marching  on !  Shont  the  vie  -  to-  ry, 


ifcfrc 
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MARCHING  ON.    Concluded. 
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Pressing  on  !  pressing  on !  to  the  din  of  the  fray, 

With  the  firm  tread  of  faith  to  the  battle  we  go; 

'Mid  the  cheering  of  angels,  our  ranks  march  away, 

With  our  flags  pointing  ever  right  on  tow'rds  the  foe. 

Cho. — Marching  on,  <&c. 

3 

Fighting  on !  fighting  on !  in  the  midst  of  the  strife, 

At  the  call  of  our  Captain,  we  draw  ev'ry  sword ; 

MT.  BLANC. 


We  are  battling  for  God,  we  are  struggling  for  life. 
Let  us  strike  ev'ry  rebel  that  fights  'gainst  the  Lord. 
Clio. — Marching  on,  etc. 
4 
Singing  on!  singing  on!  from  the  battle  we  come, 
Ev'ry  flag  bears  a  wreath,  ev'ry  soldier  renown  ; 
Heav'nly  angels  are  waiting  to  welcome  us  home, 
And  the  Saviour  will  give  us  a  robe  and  a  crown. 
Cho. — Marching  on,  »tc. 

6s  &  7s. 


Plymouth  collection,  by  permission. 


1  We  are  on  our  journey  home,  Where  Christ  our  Lord  is  gone ;  We  shall  meet  around  b  is  throne,  When  lie 

2  We      can  see  that  distant  home,  Tho'  clouds  roll  dark  between ;  Faith  views  the  radiant  dome,  And  a 


-I — r 

makes  His  people   one         In  the 
lus  -   tre  flashes    keen  From  the 


new, 
new, 


In  the 
From  the 


new, 
new, 


t— 
ru  -  sa  -  lem. 
ru  -  sa  -  lem. 


In  the    new  Je 
From  the   new  Je 
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3  0  glory  shining  far 

From  the  never-setting  sun  ! 
0  trembling  morning  star  ! 
Our  journey's  almost  done 
To  the  new  Jerusalem. 


6s  &  7s. 


4  0  holy,  heavenly  home  ! 
O,  rest  eternal  there  ! 
When  shall  the  exiles  come. 

Where  they  cease  from  earthly  care, 
In  the  new  Jerusalem.  1 


5  Our  hearts  arr  breaking  now, 
Those  mansions  fair  to  see  ; 
0  Lord  !  Thy  beavena  l>o\v, 
Aixl  raise  ns  ir>  with  Thee 
To  the  new  Jerusalem. 


TO-DAY  THE  SAVIOUR  CALLS.    6s  &  4s. 


L.  Mason. 
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day  the  Saviour  calls  Ye  wand"rers,  home  :  0,  ye  benighted   souls    Why  longer  roam  ? 


■#-■#-•#-■*• 
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2  To  day  the  Saviour  calls  ; 
O,  hear  Him  now  ; 
Within  these  sacred  walls 
To  Jesus  bow. 


To-day  the  Saviour  calls  ; 

For  refuge  fly  ; 
The  storm  of  justice  falls, 

As  death  is  nigh. 


4  The  Spirit  calls  to-day  : 
Yield  to  His  power  ; 
0,  grieve  Him  not  away  : 
'Tis  mercy"s  hour. 


HARK  !  THOSE  HAPPY  VOICES.  spirit.*  »»*. 


m 


1  Hark  !  those  happy  voices,  saying,"Yet  there's  room  :  Sinner,  come,  Heaven's  call  obeying." 

2.  Now  the  feast  is  spread  before  thee,  Wait  no  more,  Grace  implore,  Peace  shall  then  come  o'er  thee 

3.  Bless     the  Lord  of    life  for  ev-er,  O,    my  soul,    Boun-ti-  ful,      In-    n  -  nite  His   fa-    vor. 

4.  Bless     the  Lord  of  Tuy  salvation.  Who  in  love  ,  From  above,     Heard  thy  suppli  -  ca  -  tion. 


:#$: 


m 


db 


-f- 


-F-' — - — «-K-i s — »— •— 1l ^— HI 


33 

5  Bless  the  Lord  of  earth  and  heaveu 
Through  His  bh>od 
Tliat  freely  fiow'd, 
Are  thy  sins  forgiven. 


6  Bles6  the  Lord,  whose  love  abounding, 
Fills  thy  days 
With  joy  and  praise, 
Songs  of  triumph  sounding. 


WILLOUGHBY.    C.P.M. 


■&S==tt=*=A±=i= 
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1  Oft  when  the  waves  of  passion  rise,  And  storms  of  life  conceal  the  skies,  And  o'er  the  ocean  sweep,  Toss'd 


-P — *— g.*^grpar^j=»rgq}i^g4J— j-z:j.,>-^^pjr-TJf3"~j:":r   H  J     J^-<      >^» 
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ay  of  heaven-ly  li: 
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in    the  long  tempestuous  night,  "We    feel  no    ray  of  heaven-ly  light,  To  cheer  the  lonely    deep. 
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C.  P.  M. 


2  But  lo !  in  our  extremity, 

The  Saviour  walking  on  tho  sea ! 

E'en  now  he  passes  hy! 
He  silences  our  clamorous  fear, 
And  mildly  says,  "Be  of  good  cheer, 

Be  not  afraid,  't  is  I 

3  Ah,  Lord  !  if  it  be  Thou  indeed, 
So  near  us  in  our  time  of  need, 

So  good,  so  strong  to  save  ; — 
Speak  the  kind  word  of  power  to  me, 
Bid  me  believe,  and  come  to  Thee, 

Swift-walking  on  the  wave. 


4  He  bids  me  come!  His  voice  I  know, 
And  boldly  on  the  waters  go, 

And  brave  the  tempest's  shock: 
O'er  rude  temptations  now  I  bound; 
The  billows  yield  a  solid  ground, 

The  wave  is  firm  as  rock ! 

5  Come  in,  come  in,  Thou  Pr.nce  of  peace  1 
And  all  the  storms  of  sin  shall  cease, 

And  fall,  no  more  to  rise: 
O,  if  Thy  Spirit  still  remain, 
Our  rest  on  distant  shores  we  gain, 

Our    haven  in  the  skies! 
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SABBATH  SCHOOL  MARCHING  SONG. 

Words  try  Fajwt  Crosby.  T.  E.  PERKINS,  from  "S.  S.  rjnnner. 


h!y  permission. 
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1.  II iir k  !  hark!  the  bat.  tie- cry    is  sounding  o"er  the  hill, 

2.  Who  will  join  our  army  ?  hark !  we  call  for  vol  -  unteers, 

3.  Who  will  join  our  army?tho'  the  struggle  may  be  long, 

4.  Onward,  ev-er  onward,  then  our  steady  course  we'll  keep, 


Quick    to   your  du  -  ty  now,  and 
Yonder  in  uie  distance  see,    our 
jSo  -   bly  we  will  brave  it.  for  our 
Onward,  ever    onward,    'till     we 


=5=^r=^ 
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haste  the  ranks  to  fill ;   Let  us   ral-  ly  round  our  standard,  like  the  heroes   of  the  past,  And  to 
bea-  con  light  appears  ;  When  our  way  is  dark  and  dreary,  we  will  keep  it  still  in  view.  And  we'll 
hearts  in  God  are  strong ;  If  we  trust  our  great  Commander,  aid  and  comfort  we  shall  find,  A  nd  he'll 
climb  the  mountain  steep ;  For  our  Captain's  gone  before  us,  and  the  war  will  soon  be  past,  He  has 


those  who  fight  with  courage  bold,  there's  victo  -  ry  at   last.  Marching  on  together,  singing  ever  as  wc  go, 
fight   the  battle  of  the  cross,  and  bear  our  colors  true, 
drive  the  foe  before  us,   like   the  chaff  before  the  wind, 
promised  all  his  faithful  ones  a  glorious  crown  at  last. 


SABBATH  SCHOOL  MARCHING  SONG.    Concluded. 
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Truth  elinJl  be  our  watchword,  and  the  world  our  traitor  foe  ;    But  salvation  is  our  helmet  find  <>ur 
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sword  can  nev-  er   fail,     For  our  Captain  we    will    nobly  fight,  And  in  his  strength  prevail 
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W  Weeping'  soul,  no  longer  mourn,  Je-  sns  all  thv  griefs  hath  home; 


iefs  hath  borne;  \ 
life  fur  thee;   /I 
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View  him  Weeding  on  the  tree,    Pouring  out  his  life  fur  thee;   /  There  thy  eTcry  sin  He   bore,      Weeping  soul,  lament  no  more. 

. I.,'  n 
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2  All  thy  crimps  on  him  were  laid; 
See.  upon  his  blameless  head 
Wrath  its  utmost  vengeance  pours. 
Due  to  my  offence  :v  <1  yours; 
Weary  sinner,  keep  thine  eyes 
On  the  atoning  sacrifice. 


7s. 


AMp^ll 


3  Cast  thy  guilty  soul  on  him. 
Find  him  mighty  to  redeem; 
At  his  feet  thy  burden  lay, 
Look  thy  doubts  and  fears  away; 
Now  by  faith  the  Smi  embrace, 
Plead  his  promise,  trust  his  grace 


ITALIAN  HYMN.  M  &  4s. 


1,  Come,  thou  al  -  might  -  y    King,    Help  us     Thy  name      to     sing,         Help  us     to     praise! 


■*-       ■*• 
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Father  all    glo  -  ri-  ous,  O'er  all  vic-to  -  ri-  ous,  Come  and  reign  over  us,  Ancient  of  days. 
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3G       6s  &  4s. 

2  Jesus,  our  Lord,  descend  ; 
From  all  our  foes  defend, 

Nor  let  us  fall ; 
Let  thine  almighty  aid 
Our  sure  defence  be  made, 
Our  souls  on  Thee  be  staj-ed, 

Lord,  hear  our  call. 

3  Come,  thou  incarnate  AVord 
Gird  on  Thy  mighty  sword  ; 


Our  prayer  attend  ; 
Come,  and  Thy  people  bless  ; 
Come,  give  Thy  word  success  ; 
Spirit  of  holiness, 

On  us  descend. 
Come,  holy  Comforter, 
Thy  sacred  witness  bear, 

In  this  glad  hour  , 
Thou,  who  almighty  art, 
Now  rule  in  every  heart, 


And  ne'er  from  us  depart, 

Spirit  of  power. 
5  To  thee,  great  One  in  Three, 
The  highest  praises  be, 

Hence  evermore  ; 
Thy  sovereign  majesty 
May  we  in  glory  see, 
And  to  eternity 

Love  mid  adore. 
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J  Let  us  awake  our  joys  ; 
Strike  up  with  cheerful  voice; 

Each  creature,  sing: 
Aire's,  begin  the  song  ; 
Mortals,  I  lie  strain  prolong, 
In  accents  sweet  and  strong, 

"Jesus  is  King." 

2  Proclaim  abroad  His  name  ; 
Tell  of  His  matchless  fame  ; 

What  wonders  done; 
Above,  beneath,  around, 
Let  nil  the  earth  resound, 
Till  heaven's  high  arch  rebound, 

"  Victory  is  won." 

3  Fie  vanquished  sin  and  hell, 
And  our  Inst  foe  will  quell; 

Mourners,  rejoice: 
JTis  dying  love  adi>re; 
1'raido  Him,  now  raised  in  power; 
Praise  Him  for  evermore, 

Willi  joyful  voice. 

4  All  hail  the  glorious  day, 
When,  through  the  heavenly  way, 

I.o,  He  shall  come, 
While  they  who  pierced  Him  wail; 
1 1  is  promise  shall  not  fail; 
Saints.  se.>  your  King  prevail: 

Great  Saviour,  come. 


6s  &  4s. 


This  is  the  first  himi  that  was  addressed  to  Ciirtst.  It 
is  found  among  the  writings  of  Clement  of  Alexandria,  bu* 
was  probably  written  in  the  first  ceut"ry. 

1  Shepukiu)  of  tender  youth, 
Guiding  in  love  ami  truth 

Through  devious  wave — 
Christ,  our  triumphant  King, 
We  come  Thy  name  to  sing, 
And  here  we  children  bring, 

Tributes  of  praise. 

2  Thou  art  our  hoi)'  Lord, 
0  all  subduing  Word, 

Healer  of  strife  : 
Thou  didst  Thyself  abase, 
That  from  sin's  deep  disgrace 
Thou  mightest  save  our  race, 

And  give  us  life. 

3  Ever  be  near  our  side, 
Our  Shepherd  and  our  Guide, 

Our  staff  and  song  ; 
Jesus.  Thou  Christ  of  l^od, 
Hy  Thine  enduring  word 
Lead  us  where  Thou  hast  trod  ; 

Make  our  faith  strong. 

4  So  now,  and  till  we  die, 
Sound  we  Thy  praises  high, 

And  joyful  sing: 
Let  all  the  holy  throng. 
Who  to  Thy  church  belong, 
Unite  and  swell  the  song 

To  Christ  our  King. 
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THE  GATHERING 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 
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!39l-    Wo     p.-ith-or,    \te    path-er,  dear    Jc  -  sns,    to  bring    The  breathings  of    love,   'mid  the  blrwsoms    of  Spring; 
2.  When,  stoop;  n'g    to  carta  from  tue  brujhtnes3  of  heaven,  Thy  blood  for  our  ran  •  som  so   freo-ly    was  given; 
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Onr  Mak  -  cr !  Ro-decm-cr!  wo     grato-ful  - 17    raise    Onr  hearts  nail  onr  vol  -  ccs    In    liymn-ing    iTiy  praise. 
Thou  designedstto    1U  -  ten  while  children    .1  •  dored,  With  joy  - fal    ho-san-nas — tho  bless' d  of     tuo  Lord. 
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-    la    -    -    jah! 


Ilo-san 
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Hal-lo  -  lu-jah!  llo-sai  •  sa  to     tii-j     Lord! 


llal-le-lu-jah !   Ho  -  san  -  na  in    the  high  -est!  Ilal-lo-  lu-jau! 

^^^  3.  Those  nrms  which  embraced  littie  children  of  old. 

Still  love  to  encirclo  tho  lam!;s  of  ihe  fold 
That  grace  which  inviteth  tho  wandering  l:o:no, 
Hath  never  forbidden  tho  yo.:m<rest  10  come, 
ilallelujah,  &,c. 
4.  Ilosannal  hosanna!   Great  Teacher,  wo  r.iife 

Our  hoarts  and  our  voices  in  hymning  thy  praise, 
For  precepts  nnd  promise  so  graciously  given, 
For  blessings  ofcartii  and  the  glories  of  Leaven, 
Hallelujah,  && 


11a  to     tho      Lord! 


JESUS  DIED  FOR  ME. 
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"He  died  tuat  wb  might  lit*." 
Words  by  Mrs.  H.  N.  Beers. 

1.  Although  I   am  a    sinful  child,  Jo-sus   is  my   Saviour 


Music  by  Wm.  B.  Bhadbory. 
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With  gr.i'.t  my  heart  is  all  defiled,  Jl-  .s;is  died  for  mo 


'  '  I        I         I        I     I     I      I '     r    '  I 


CH0RU3,  i  Gir.L3.  I!oT9.  ■ 

I    sing  the.ovo  of  Jo-  sus — IIo  diedfor  mo,  IIo  died  for  ine — His  precious  blood  can  clcansous,  0:icoshod  on  Calvary. 


mm^^Em 


2.  Though  but  a  eliild,  I'll  do  His  Trill, 
Jesus  is  ray  Saviour — 
I'll  hear  His  voice,  aud  fjllow  still — 
Je3us  died  for  nie. 

I  siag  the  love  of  Jesus,  <fcc. 

8.  Around  ray  feet  is  many  a  snaro, 
Jesus  is  my  Saviour— 
I'll  seek  Him  every  day  ia  prayer, 
Jesus  died  f  n*  me. 

I  sing  the  love  of  Jesus,  &c 

4.  And  since  His  service  I've  begun, 
Je8U3  is  my  Saviour — 


I'll  tell  His  love  to  every  one, 
Jesus  died  for  me. 

I  sing  the  love  of  Jcous,  &c 

6.  When  all  my  duties  here  ore  done, 
Jesus  is  my  Saviour — 
He'll  take  me  nearer  to  His  throno, 
Jesus  died  for  me. 

There  I  shall  be  with  Jpsua, 
"Who  died  for  me.  who  died 

And  sing  the  love  of  Jcsua 
Through  all  eternity. 


V-J 1 


WEBB.    7s  AGs. 

4-^-4— „ ,-i IN — |- 
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I.  The  morning  light  is  breaking, The  darkness  dis-ap  -psars  ;  The  sons 
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of  earth  are  wakin 
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Eucli  breeze  that  sweeps  the  ocean  Brings  tidings  from  a-far 
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>ns    in    commotion  Prepared  for  Siou's  war. 


2  Ricli  dews  of  grace  coine  o'er  us, 

In  many  a  gentle  shower. 
And  brighter  scenes  before  us 

Are  opening  every  hour  : 
Each  cry  to  heaven  going 

Abundant  answer  brings, 
And  heavenly  gales  are  blowing 

With  peace  upon  their  wings. 

3  See  heathen  nations  bending 

Before  the  God  of  love. 
And  thousand  hearts  ascending 

In  gratitude  above  : 
While  sinners,  now  confessing, 

The  gospel's  call  obey, 
And  seek  a  Saviour's  blessing, 

A  nation  in  a  day. 

4  Blest  river  of  salvation. 

Pursue  thy  onward  way  ; 
Flow  thou  to  every  nation, 

Nor  in  thv  richness  stay  : 
Stay  not  till  all  the  lowly 

Triumphant  reach  their  hoae, 
Stay  not  till  all  the  holy 

Proclaim  :he  Lord  is  come. 
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1  The  rosy  light  is  dawning. 

Upon  the  mountain's  brow  ; 
It  is  the  Sabbath  morning, 

Arise  ami  pay  thy  vow. 
Lift  up  thy  voice  to  heaven 

In  sacred  praise  and  prayer, 
While  unto  thee  is  given 

The  light  of  life  to  share. 

2  The  landscape,  lately  shrouded 

By  evening's  paler  ray, 
Smiles  beauteous  and  unclouded 

Before  the  eye  of  day. 
So  let  our  souls,  benighted 

Too  long  in  folly's  shade. 
Lord,  by  thy  smiles  be  lighted 

To  joys  that  never  fade 

3  0  see  those  waters  streaming 

In  crystal  purity, 
While  earth,  with  verdure  teeming, 

Gives  rapture  to  the  eye. 
Let  rivers  of  salvation 

In  larger  currents  How, 
Till  every  trilie  ami  natip'n 

'X'he;r  healiuj;  virtues  know. 


4S  7s  &  6s. 

1  0  when  shall  I  see  Jesus. 

And  reign-  with  Him  above  ; 
Anil  from  that  flowing  fountain, 

Drink  everlasting  love? 
"When  shall  I  be  delivered 

From  this  vain  world  of  sin, 
And  witli  my  blessed  Jesus, 

Drink  endless  pleasures  in? 

2  But  now  I  am  a  soldier, 

My  Captain's  gone  before  ; 
He's  given  me  my  order3, 

And  bid  me  not  give  o'er  ; 
And  since  He  has  proved  faithful, 

A  righteous  crown  He'll  give, 
And  all  His  valiant  soldiers 

Eternal  life  shall  have. 

3  Whene'er  you  meet  with  troubles 

And  trials  on  your  way, 
0 !  cast  your  care  on  Jesus, 

And  don't  forget  to  pray. 
Gird  on  the  heavenly  armor 

Of  faith,  and  hope,  and  lore; 
Then,  when  the  combat's  ended, 

He'll  carry  you  above. 

43  7s  &  6s. 

1  To  thee,  my  God  and  Saviour, 

My  heart,  exulting  sings, 
Rejoicing  in  thy  favor, 

Almighty  King  of  kings  ; 
I'll  celebrate  thy  glory, 

With  all  thy  saints  above, 
And  tell  the  joyful  story 

Of  thy  redeeming  love. 


2  Soon  as  the  morn  with  roses 
Bedecks  the  dewv  east. 

And  when  the  sun  reposes 
Upon  the  ocean's  breast, 

My  voice  in  supplication, 

My  Saviour,  thou  shalt  hear; 

0,  grant  me  thy  salvation, 
And  to  my  soul  draw  near. 

3  By  thee  through  life  supported, 
I  pass  the  dangerous  ruad, 

With  heavenly  hosts  escorted 
Up  to  tLy  bright  abode  ; 

Then  cast  my  crown  before  thee, 
And  all  my  conflicts  o'er, 

Unceasingly  adore  thee ; 
What  could  an  angel  more  ? 

44  7s  &  6s. 

1  It  is  not  earthly  pleasure, 
That  withers  in  a  day  ; 

It  is  not  mortal  treasure, 
That  flieth  soon  away  ; 

It  is  not  friends  that  leave  us, 
It  is  not  sense  nor  sin, 

That  smile  but  to  deceive  us, 
Can  give  us  peace  within. 

2  But  'tis  religion  bringeth 
Joy  beyond  earth's  control ; 

Rich  from  the  throne  it  springeth, 
A  fountain  to  the  soul. 

He  that  is  meek  and  lowly, 
The  Saviour's  face  shall  see  ; 

To  none  but  to  the  holy, 

Heaven's  gates  shall  opened  be. 
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JESUS  LOVES  ME. 
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"WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


1  Je  -  sus  loves  me!  this    I  know,  For    the     B'i  -  hie  tells   me    so  . 
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Little  ones  to  him  belong.  They  are  weak  but 
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CHORUS. 
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He     is  strong.  Yes,  Jesus  loves  me.  Yes,    Je  -  sus  loves  me, 
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2  Jesus  loves  n>e !  Pie  who  died, 
Heaven's  gate  to  open  wide; 
He  will  wash  away  my  sin, 
Let  his  little  child  come  in. 


S»      1  ^ 


Jesus  loves  me,  The  Bi-ble  tel!s  me    so. 
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Yes, 


Yes,  Jesus  loves  me,  (fee. 


8  Jesus  loves  me!  loves  me  still, 
'i hough  I'm  very  weak  and  ill; 
From  his  shining  throne  on  high, 
Come  to  watch  me  where  I  lie. 
Yes,  Jesus  loves  me,  &a. 


4  Jesus  loves  me ;    He  will  stay, 
Close  beside  me.  all  the  way ; 
If  I  love  him,  when  I  die 
He  will  take  me  home  on  high. 
Yes,  Jesus  loves  me,  <&c. 


45 


Tune — Rothwcil. 


1  Sweet  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  King, 

To  praise  thy  name,  give  thanks,  and  sing; 
To  shew  thy  love  by  morning  light, 
And  talk  of  all  thy  truth  at  night. 

2  Sweet  is  the  day  of  sacred  rest, 

So  mortal  c^irc  shall  seize  my  breast; 
0,  may  my  heart  in  tune,  be  found, 
Like  David's  harp,  of  solemn  sound! 
8  My  head  shall  triumph  in  the  Lord, 
And  bless  His  works,  and  bless  His  word; 


L.  M.     page,  72. 

Thy  works  of  grace,  how  bright  they  shine ; 
How  deep  Thy  counsels,  how  divine! 

4  But  I  shall  share  a  glorious  part, 
When  grace  hath  well  refined  my  heart, 
And  fresh  supplies  of  joy  are  shed, 
Like  holy  oil,  to  cheer  my  head. 

5  Then  shall  I  see,  and  hear,  and  know, 
All  I  desired  or  wished  below; 

And  every  power  find  sweet  employ 
In  that  eternal  world  of  joy. 


DARE  TO  DO  RIGHT ! 
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1.  Dare   to  do  right  1 

2.  Dare   to  do  right  I 

3.  Dare    to  do  right ! 

Dare  to   be   true!         You  have  a  -work  that  no     oth-er   can  do, 
Dare  to   be    true !          Oth-  er  men's  failures  cau   nev-  er  save  you . 
Dare  to   be   true  I         God,  -who  ere  -  at  -  ed  you,  cares  for  you  too ; 
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Do      it    so  brave-ly,  so     kindly,    so  well,     Angels    "will  hast-en     the    6to-ry    to    tell. 
Stand  by  your  conscience,  your  honor,  your  faith;  Stand  like  a  he  -  ro,  and   bat- tie    till  death. 
Treasures  the  tears  that  his  striving  ones  shed,  Counts  and  protectc  eve-ry    hair  of  your  head. 
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Dare,  Dare,  Dare  to  do  right !  Dare,  dare,  dare  to  be    true  !     Dare  to  be  true  1  dare  to  be  true  I 

S     IS     r>  ^T  >  Dlre' 

h 1 1 F1 t»i- 


4.  Dare  to  do  right !  dare  to  be  true ! 

Keep  the  great  judgment-seat  always  in  view; 
Look  at  your  work  as  you'll  look  at  it  then- 
Scanned  by  Jehovah,  and  angels,  and  mecu 
Dare  to  do  right  1  <fec. 


Dare  to  do  right  1  dare  to  bo  true  I 
Jesus,  your  Saviour,  will  carry  you  through; 
City,  and  mansion,  and  throne  all  in  sight, 
Cau  you  not  dare  to  be  true  and  do  right  I 
Dare  to  do  right  1  <tc. 


IONIA. 


WW.  B.  BRADBURY, 
REFRAIN. 
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,  /Hark  the  sweetest  notes  of  an  -  gels  singing,  Glo-ry,  gl  -  ory  to  the  Lamb,  \ 
\A1I  the  hosts  of  heaven  their  tribute  bringiug,Raising  high  the  Saviour's /  name. 

2  /Ye  for  whom  hi3  precious  life  was  giv  -  en,  Sacred  themes  to  you  belong  ;  \ 
\Come,  and  join  the  glorious  choir  of  heaven,  Join  the  ev-erlasting /  song. 


We  will  join  the  beautiful 
We  will  join,  &c. 
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gels,     We  will  join  the  beautiful  an  -  gels,    Singing  a- way,    Singing  a- way,    Glory,  glory   to  the    Lamb. 
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47o»  -  gels,     Sing  away,  ye  beautiful  an  •  gels,     Sing 

2  Hearts  all  filled  with  holy  emulation, 

We  unite  with  those  abovfl  ; 
Sweet  the  theme — the  theme  of  free  salvation, 
Founts  of  everlasting  love. 

We  will  join  the  beautiful  angels,  <kc. 

3  Endless  life  in  Christ  our  Lord  possessing, 

Let  us  praise  bis  precious  name : 
Gliry,  honor,  riches,  power,  and  blessing 
Be  forever  to  the  Lamb. 

We  will  join  the  beautiful  angels,  Ac. 
48  Tune,  Ives.   p.  80. 

1  Hasten,  Lord,  the  glorious  time, 
When  beneath  Messiah's  sway, 
Every  nation,  every  clime. 


a -way,      sing    a- way,     Glory,  glory  to  the  Lamb, 

Shall  the  gospel  call  obey! 
Mightiest  kings  his  power  shall  own, 

Heathen  tribes  his  name  adore ; 
Satan  and  his  host  o'erthrown, 

Bound  in  chains  shall  hurt  no  more. 

2  Then  shall  wars  and  tumults  cease, 

Then  be  banished  grief  and  pain ; 
Righteousness,  and  joy,  and  peace, 

Undisturbed  shall  ever  reign ! 
Bless  we,  then,  our  gracious  Lord, 

Ever  praise  his  glorious  name: 
All  his  mighty  acts  record, 

All  his  wondrous  love  proclaim. 


LOWELL. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 
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1  Spread,  my  soul,  thy  golden    pinions — Bask  in  heaven's  celestial  ray — Tis    a 
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UI.L  CHURL'S. 

As    the    tide 
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is   flowing,  flowing,    Onward  to 
xnd. 
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return   no  more — So  may  heavenly  breezes 


:22: 


glories,  Saved  for  that     e 
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ter-  nal 
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day! 
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pilgrim 
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blowing, "Waft  my  6oul    to  Canaan's  shore! 
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Then  if    faithful     to  thy  mission  Thou  shalt  reach  that  goal  at  last. 
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Thoush  the  path  be  long  and  dreivry, 

And  my  way  by  thorns  beset ; 
I  will  bravely  onward  journey, 

Hopeful  of  the  blessing  yet ! 
Trusting  in  a  loving  Father; 

One  whose  mighty  arm  is  strong; 
I  will  brave  life's  surging  billows, 

'Till  I  see  the  shining  throng ! — Cko. 


Come  then,  all  who  seek  God's  favor — 

See  the  open  gospel  door, 
From  the  highways  and  the  hedges 

Gather  in,  ye  needy  poor! 
Gather  in,  and  taste  the  banquet. 

Spread  by  wondrous  love  divine; 
Then  shall  all  things  past,  and  present. 

All  in  earth  and  heaven  be  thine! — Ck 
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SWEET  HOUR  OF  PRAYER. 


# 


1  Sweet  hour  of  prayer!  Sweet  honr  of  prayer!  That  calls  me  from  a  world  of  care,  And'  bids  meat  my  Father's  throne,  Make  all  my  wants  and 


.«.    .,«..«.   _«_      Jt. 
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wish  -cs  known:    In    seasons  of   distress  and  grief.Mj  soul  has  oft  -  en  found  relief;     And  oft  escaped  the  tempter's  snare 
I 


SO 

2  Sweet  hour  of  prayer  !  swest  hour  of  prayer  ! 
Thy  wings  shall  my  petition  bear, 
To'him  whose  truth  and  faithfulness, 
Engage  the  waiting  soul  to  bless ; 
And  since  he  bids  me  seek  his  face, 
Believe  his  word  and  trust  his  grace, 

|| :  I'll  cast  on  him  my  every  care, 

And  wait  for  thee,  sweet  hour  of  prayer.  :  fl 


3  Sweet  hour  of  prayer  '  sweet  hour  of  prayer  ! 
May  I  thy  consolation  share  : 
Till  from  Mount  Pisgah's  lofty  height, 
I  view  my  home,  and  take  my  flight; 
This  robe  of  flesh  I'll  drop,  and  rise 

.     To  seize  the  everlasting  prize  ; 

|| :  And  shout,  while  passing  through  the  air, 
Farewell,  farewell,  sweet  hour  of  prayer :  :J1 


Words  by  Miss  Fanny  Cbo«bt. 
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BEAUTIFUL  CANAAN.  35 

T.  E.  PE3KIXS,  from  "S.  8.  Banner."    By  permission. 
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1.  Beauti-  ful  country,  pure  and  blest,   Beauti  -  ful  Canaan,  land  of  rest  ;  There  we  shall  meet  to    part  no  more,  Our 

-p-  -m-  -a-  -m-  -m-      -m-    -*- .     -m-  „     -a      „      »-»--*-    -*-  -*-    ■#? 
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dear  ones  gone  before.    Home  of  the  faithful,  lovely,  lovely  Canaan.  There  shall  redeeming  grace  our  raptured  souls  em- 
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ploy  ;   Home  of     the  faith-ful,      lovely,  lovely  Canaan,  There  shall  the  ransomed  ones  return  with  songs  of  joy. 
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2  Beautiful  vales  in  verdure  bright, 
Beautiful  plains  of  golden  light; 
Joyfully  onward  still  we  roam 

To  thee  our  glorious  home. —  Cho. 

3  Beautiful  birds  with  plumage  fair, 
Beautiful  streams  that  wander  there ; 


Beautiful  land  beyond  the  sky, 
Where  hope  can  never  die. — Cho. 

4  Beautiful  sonsjs  the  angels  sing, 
Glory  to  God  our  Saviour.  King; 
Honor  and  braise  to  Him  be  given, 
By  all  on  earth  and  heaven. — Cho. 
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FAR  OUT  UPON  THE  PRAIRIE. 


U— Nr-4 


7s  &  6s. 

WM.  B.  BRADBURY,     end. 


he   prairie  How  n 
cind  pastor.Whose 


1  Far  out   up-on    the   prairie  How  many  children  dwell,  Who  never  read  the  Bi-ble,  Or  hear  the  Sabbath    bell; 

2  For  they  have  no  kind  pastor.Whose  loving  words  have  told, Of  Jesus,  the  good  Shepherd, And  called  them  to  his  fold 


_i — S— *»— h — 0 — S- 
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1 — 

Cno.— Far  out   up-on    the  prairie  How  many  children  dwell,  Who  never   read  the  Bi-ble,  Or  hear  the  Sabbath    bell  ; 


And  when  the  ho-  ly  morning  Wakes  us  to  sing  and  pray,  They  spend  the  precious  moments  In  idleness  and  play. 
No    Sabbath  school  iu-vit-ing   Its   pleasant  doors  within,   No   teacher's  voice  entreating  To  leave  the  way  of  sin. 
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SI  7s  &  6s. 

3  I  wish  that  I  could  tell  them 

How  Jesus  came  to  die. 
When  he  for  little  children 

Left  his  bright  throne  on  high  ; 
And  all  the  sail,  sad  story 

Of  sorrow  which  he  bore, 
When  for  his  crown  of  glory 

A  crown  of  thorns  he  wore. — Cho. 

A  And  so  each  morn  and  evening, 

Whene'er  I  kneel  in  prayer, 
I'll  ask  the  gracious  Saviour 

To  send  his  gospel  there; 
That  in  the  glorious  city 

hi  which  he  dwells  above, 
We  all  may  sing  together 

Of  his  redeeming  love.-  Cho. 


52  7s  &  6s. 

1  Stand  up  ! — stand  up  for  Jesus' 
Ye  soldiers  of  the  cross  ; 

Lift  high  his  royal  b:inner, 
It  must  not  sulTer  loss  : 

From  victory  unto  victory 
His  array  shall  be  led, 

Till  every  foe  is  vanquished. 
And  Christ  is  Lord  indeed. 

2  Stand  up ! — stand  up  for  Jesus  ! 
The  trumpet  call  obey  ; 

Forth  to  the  mighty  conflict 
In  this  his  glorious  day  : 

*'  Ye  are  the  men.  uow  serve  him," 
Against  unnumbered  foes  ; 

Your  courage  rise  with  dauger. 
And  strength  to  strength  oppose. 
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gQ        3  Stand  ap !— stand  up  for  .Testis . 

Stand  in  his  strength  alone  ; 
Tlie  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you — 

Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own  : 
Put  on  the  Gospel  armor, 

And,  watching  unto  prayer 
Where  duty  calls  or  danger, 

oe  never  wanting  there. 

4  Stand  up  !  —stand  up  for  Jesus  ! 

The  strife  will  not  he  long  ; 
This  day  the  noise  of  battle, 

The  next  the  victor's  song  : 
To  him  that  overconieth, 

A  crown  of  life  shall  he  : 
He  with  the  King  of  glory 

.SI] all  reign  eternally. 


£>3  7s  &  6s. 

1  I  lay  my  sins  on  J»sus, 

The  spotless  Lamb  of  G-od  ; 
He  hears  them  all,  and  frees  us 
From  the  accursed  load. 

2  I  bring  my  guilt  to  Jesus, 

To  wash  my  crimson  stains 
White  in  his  ulood  most  precious, 
'1  ill  not  a  sput  remains. 

3  I  lay  my  wants  on  Jesus, 

All  fullness  dwells  in  him  ; 
lie  healeth  my  diseases. 
He  doth  my  soul  redeem. 

4  I  lay  my  griefs  on  Jesus, 

My  burdens  and  my  ctires  ; 
He  from  them  all  releases, 
lie  all  my  sorrows  shares. 

5  I  long  to  he  like  Jesus, 

Meek,  loving,  lowly,  mild  ; 
I  long  to  he  like  Jesus. 
The  Father's  l.oly  child. 


6  I  long  to  be  with  Jesix. 

Amid  the  heavenly  throng. 

To  sing  with  saints  his  praises, 

And  learn  the  angels'  song. 


54  7s  &  6s. 

1  Come,  let  us  sing  of  Jesus, 
While  hearts  and  accents  blend, 

Come,  let  us  sing  of  Jesus, 
The  sinner's  only  Friend  , 

His  holy  soul  rejoices. 
Amid  the  choirs  above. 

To  hear  our  youthful  voices 
Exulting  in  his  love. 

2  We  love  to  sing  of  Jesus, 
Who  wept  our  path  along  ; 

We  love  to  sing  of  Jesus, 
The  tempted  and  the  strong  : 

None  who  besought  his  healing-, 
He  passed  unheeded  by  : 

And  still  retains  his  feeling 
For  us  above  the  sky. 

3  We  love  to  sing  of  Jesus, 
Who  died  our  soul  to  save ; 

We  love  to  sing  of  Jesus, 
Triumphant  o'er  the  grave; 

And  in  our  hour  of  d anger. 
We'll  trust  his  love  alone. 

Who  once  slept  in  a  manger. 
And  now  sits  on  the  throne. 

4  Thon  lot  us  sing  of  Jesus, 
While  yet  on  earth  we  stay, 

And  hope  to  sing  of  Jesu*, 
Throughout  eternal  day  ■ 

For  those,  who  here  confess  bim. 
He  will  in  heaven  confess  : 

And  faithful  hearts  that  bless  bid. 
He  will  for  ever  bleis. 
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SARDIUS.    8s,  7s  &  4s. 

Ludoviok  Nicholson,  of  Paisley,  Scotland. 
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Guide  me,  0  Thou  great  Je  -  ho  -  vnh,  Pilgrim  thro'  this  barren  land  :     I    am  weak,  but  thou  art  mighty.    Hold  me 

D.  s.  Bread  of  heaven,  Bread  of  heaven,  Feed  me 


*— r 


m 


3aL-da»: 


with 
till 


thy  powerful  hand  ;   Bread  of    hea 
I      want  no    more. 


».  8. 


ven,  Bread  of  hea  -  ven,     Feed  me  till. 


I     want  no    more. 


£53  8s,  7s  &  4s. 

2  Open  Thou  the  crystal  fountain. 

Whence  the  healing  waters  flow  ; 
Let  the  fiery,  cloudy  pillar 

Lead  me  all  my  journey  through ; 

Strong  Deliverer, 
Be  Thou  still  my  strength  and  shield. 

3  When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan, 

Bid  the  swelling  stream  divide  ; 
Death  of  death,  and  hell's  destruction, 
Land  me  safe  on  Canaan's  side  ; 

Songs  of  praises 
I  will  ever  give  to  Thee. 

SO  8s  &  7s. 

1  Holt  Father,  Thou  hast  taught  me 
1  should  live  to  Thee  alone  ; 
Year  by  year,  Thy  hand  hath  brought  me 
On  through  dangers  oft  unknown. 


When  I  wandered,  Thou  hast  found  me: 

When  I  doubted,  sent  me  light, 
Still  Thine  arm  has  been  around  me, 

All  my  paths  were  in  'J  hy  sight. 
In  the  world  will  foes  assail  me, 

Craftier,  stronger  far  than  I  ; 
And  the  strife  may  never  fail  me, 

Well,  I  know,  before  I  die. 
Therefore.  Lord,  I  come,  believing 

Thou  canst  give  the  power  ]  need  ; 
Through  the  prayer  of  faith  receiving 

Strength — the  Spirit's  strength,  indeed. 
I  would  trust  in  Thy  protecting, 

Wholly  rest  upon  Thine  arm  ; 
Follow  wholly  Thy  directing. 

Thou,  mine  ontj    guard  from  harm  ! 
Keep  me  from  mine  own   mid-fling, 

Help  me  turn  to  Thee  when  tried. 
Still  my  footsteps,  Father,  viewing, 

Keep  me  ever  at  Thy  side '. 


LENOX.    H.M. 
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1.  Blow  ye   the  trumpet,  blow- 

2.  Ex -alt  the  Lam  1)  of  God, 
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-The   gladly    solemn  sound!  Let      all  the    nations  know,  To  cnrth's  remotest  bound. 
The  sin    a  -  ton-ingLamb;  lte  -deruption  by  bis  blond  Through  all  the  land?  proclaim, 
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bi  -  lee  is  come,  The  year  of  ju- bi  -  lee  is  come;  Return,  ye  ransom'd  sinners,  borne 


The  year  of   ju-  l»i-  lee  iscome,  The  year  of  ju-  bi  -  leo  iscomo;  Return, 
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«  The  Gospel  trumpet  hear. 

The  news  of  pardoning  grace  , 
Ye  happy  souls  draw  near, 
Behold  your  Saviour's  face  ; 


The  year  of  jubilee  is  come ; 
Return,  ye  ransom'd  sinners,  home. 
4  Jesus,  our  Great  High  Priest, 
Has  full  atonement  made  ; 


— t — ^ ci — izz— ^i — i 

yo   van    -    -  som'd  sin-ners,  home. 


Ye  weary  spirits,  rest, 

Ye  mournful  souls,  be  glad  ; 

The  year  of  jubilee  is  come  ; 

Return,  ye  ransom'd  siuuers,  homft. 


s« 


H.  M. 


1  Yes,  the  Redesmer  rose. 

The  Saviour  left  the  dead  ; 
And  o'er  our  hellish  foes. 
High  raised  his  conquering  head 
In  wild  dismay  the  guards  around, 
Fall  (o  the  ground,  and  sink  away. 

2  Lo  1  the  angelic  bands. 

In  full  assembly  meet, 
.     To  wait  his  high  commands, 

And  worship  at  his  feet ; 
Joyful  they  come,  and  wing  their  way 
From  realms  of  day.  to  Jesus'  tomb. 

3  Then  back  to  Heaven  they  fly, 

The  joyful  news  to  bear  , 


Hark  !  as  they  soar  on  high, 
AVhat  music  fills  the  air  ; 
Their  anthems  say,  "  Jesus,  who  bled. 
Has  left  the  dead — he  rose  to-day." 

4  Ye  mortal*,  catch  the  sound, 

Redeemed  by  him  from  hell  ; 
And  send  the  echo  round 

The  globe,  on  which  you  dn-ell  ; 
Transported  cry,  "'Jesus,  who  bled. 
Hath  left  the  d«md — no  more  to  die." 

5  All  hail,  triumphant  Lord, 

Who  sav'st  with  thy  blood, 
Wide  he  thy  name  adored. 

Thou  rising,  reigning  God  ; 
With  thee  we  rise,  with  thee  we  reign. 
And  empire*  gain  beyond  the  skies 


JOY  FOR  THE  SORROWFUL. 

Solo  or  Duet,  with  Chobus. 


"WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 
Isaiah.  35  :  10. 

* 4 v, 


,      Joy      for   the   sor-row-ful.    strength  for   the    weak,  Words    of     be -nev  -  o-lence      Je    -  sus     doth  speak ; 
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FULL  CHORUS,  or  1st  tune  Solo,  and  repeal  full  Chorus 
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Repeat  ad  lib. 


OB_tS- 


flee  away. 
His  purpose  of  mercy  no  power  can  stay,  For  sorrow  and  sighing  shall  both  flee  away,  For  sorrow  and  sighing  shall  both 


SO 

2  Joy  for  the  sorrowful,  sight  for  the  blind, 

The  dumb  singing  praises,  the  savage  made  kind, 

The  lame  leaping  high  ;  these  are  signs  of  the  day, 

"When  sorrow  and  sighing  shall  both  flee  awny. 

Cho.  The  lame  leaping  high,  these  are  signs  of  the  day, 

When  sorrow  and  sighing  shall  both  flee  away, 

For  sorrow  ami  sighing  shall  both  flee  away. 

3  Joy  for  the  sorrowful,  laughter  and  song, 
-rtmong  the  redeemed  who  journey  along, 
All  looking  f<>r  rest  at  the  end  of  the  way, 
When  sorrow  ana  sighing  shall  both  See  away. 


Cho.  All  looking  for  rest  at  the  end  of  the  way, 

AVhen  sorrow  and  sighing  shall  both  flee  away, 
For  sorrow  and  sighing  shall  both  flee  away. 

4  Joy  for  the  sorrowful .'  Spirit  of  God, 
If  on  toward  Zion  but  feebly  I've  trod, 
O,  strengthen  my  snul,  and  still  lead  me.  I  pray, 
Till  sorrow  ami  sighing  have  both  fled  away. 
Cho.  Oh  strengthen  my  soul,  and  still  lead  me.  I  pray, 
Till  sorrow  and  sighing  shall  both  flee  away, 
Till  sorrow  and  sighing  shall  both  flee  away. 


THREE  KINGS  OF  ORIENT. 
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Trio.  I  We  three  Kings  of       0   -  ri  -  ent    are.         Bear  -  ing  gifts     we       tra-verse   a  -   far, 
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Field  and     foun-tain 


Hal  -  le    -   lu  -  jal:. 


Fine.     CHORUS. 


moor   and  mountain,   Fol-low-ing  yon  -  der  Star, 


0  Star    of     won -der,  Star     of    Xfsjlit,       Star  with 
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roy  -  al      beau  -  ty   bright,     West-ward   lead -ing,   still    pro  -  ceed  -  Ing,  Guide   us       to      thy    per  -  feet  light. 


GO 


5oto :— Gaspard. 

2  Born  a  Kino  on  Eethlehero  plain. 
Gold  I  bring  to  crown  Him  again, 
King  for  ever.  Ceasing  never, 
Over  us  all  to  reign. — Clio. 

Soln  : — Melciiior, 

3  Frankincense  to  offsr  have  I, 
Incense  owns  a  Deity  nigh  : 

Prayer  and  praising,  All  men  raising, 
Worship  Him,  God  on  Hi^h.— Cho. 


Soln :—  Balthazar. 

4  .Myrrh  is  mine;  its  bitter  perfume 
Breathes  a  life  of  gathering  gloom  : — 
Sorrowing,  sighing.  Bleeding,  dying. 
Sealed  in  the  stone  cold  tomb.  —  Cho. 

'trio. 

5  Glorious  now  behold  Rim  arise, 
King  and  God  and  Sacrifice  ; 
Hallelujah  .  Hallelujah, 
Heaveu  and  earth  r«ulies. —Clio. 
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HAPPY  DAY.    L,M. 
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1  Preserved  by  thine     Al- mighty   power,      O  Lord,  our  Maker — Saviour — King,  And  brought  to 

2  "VVe  praise  thee  for       thy  constant  care,         For  life  preserved,  for  mercies  given,     Oh,  may  we 
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$  CHORUS. 


see    this  happy  hour.  We  come  tin- praises  hereto    sing.  Happy  day,  happy  day,  Here  in   thy 

still  those  mercies  share,  And  tas^e  the  joys  of  sins  forgiven,  d.  s.  Happy  day,  happy  dav.AYhen  Christ  shall 
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courts  we'll  gladly  stay,  And  at   thy  foot-stool  humbly  pray,  That  thou  wouldst  take  our  sins  a.vay. 
wash     our  sins  a- wi 


OO 


L.  M. 


3  We  praise  thee  for  the  joyful  news. 

Of  pardon  through  a  Saviour's  bloc  3, 
0  Lord,  incline  our  hearts  to  choose 
The  road  to  happiness  and  God. 
Clio.     Happy  day,  ifcc. 


And  when  on  earth  our  day.s  are  clone, 
Grant,  Lord,  that  we  at  length  may  join, 

Teachers  and  scholars  round  thy  throne, 
The  song  of  Moses  and  the  Lamb. 
Clio.     Happy  day,  <fec. 


*U  L.  M. 

1  Oh  happy  day  that  fixed  my  choice  I 

On  tliee,  ray  Saviour  and  my  Lord! 
"Well  may  tliis  glowing  heart  rejoice, 
And  tell  its  ruptures  all  abroad. 
Happy  day,  happy  day, 
When  Jesus  washed  my  sins  away; 
He  taught  me  how  to  watch  and  pray, 
And  live  rejoicing  every  day. 

Happy  day,  happy  day, 
When  Jesus  washed  my  sins  away. 

2  Oh  happy  day,  that  seals  my  vows 

To  him  who  merits  all  my  love ; 
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Let  cheerful  anthems  fill  his  house, 
While  to  that  sacred  shrine  I  move. 
Happy  day,  (fee. 

3  'Tis  done,  the  great  transaction's  done; 
I  am  my  Lord's  and  he  is  mine; 

He  drew  me,  and  I  followed  on, 

Charmed  to  confess  the  voice  divine, 
Happy  day,  Ac. 

4  Now  rest,  my  long  divided  heart; 
Fixed  on  this  blissful  centre,  rest — 

Nor  ever  from  thy  Lord  depart; 
With  him  of  every  good  possessed. 
Happy  day,  &c. 


THE  LITTLE  WANDERER.    L. 


DAL  $ 


1  Jesus  to  thy  dear  arms  I  flee,  I  have  no  other  help  but  thee  ;  For  thou  dost  suffer  me  to  come,  O  take  a  little  vrand'rer  home. 
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D.  8.  0  take  a  little  wand'rerhom". 


6S 

2  Jesus,  I'll  try  my  cross  to  bear, 
I'll  follow  thee  and  never  fear; 
From  thy  dear  fold  I  would  not  roam; 
O  take  a  little  wanderer  home. 

3  Jesus,  I  cannot  see  thee  here, 

Yet  still  I  know  thou'rt  very  near; 


L.  M. 


0  say  my  sins  are  all  forgiven, 

And  I  shall  dwell  with  thee  in  heaven. 

And  now,  dear  Jesus.  I  am  thine. 

O  be  thou  ever,  ever  mine, 

And  let  me  never,  never  roam 

From  thee,  the  little  wanderer's  home. 
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ANTIOCH.    C  M. 


i 

1.  Joy    to    the  world,  the  Lord  is  come  !  Let  earth  receive  her  King;  Let  ev  -  ery     henrt  pre  - 

2.  Joy    to    the  world,  the  Saviour  reigns,  Let  men  their  songs  employ;  Whileiieldannd  floods,  rocks 
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pare  him  room,  And  heav'n  and  na-ture  sing, 
hills  and    plains,  Re-peat  the  sound-ing   joy 


And  heav'n  and  na-ture  sing, . 
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And    heav'n  and  na-ture 
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And    heav'n  and  na-ture 
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C.  M. 


And  heav'n  and 


na  -  ture 

n 


sing. 


mmz&mmm 


sing 


3.  No  more  let  sin  and  sorrow  grow, 

Nor  thorns  infest  the  ground  ; 
He  comes  to  make  His  blessings  flow 
Far  as  the  curse  is  found. 

4.  He  rules  the  world  with  truth  and  grace, 

And  makes  the  nations  prove 
The  glories  of  His  righteousness, 
And  wonders  of  His  love. 
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64 


C.  M. 


1  0  for  a  thousand  tongues  to  sing 

My  dear  Redeemer's  praise — 
The  glories  of  my  God  and  King, 
The  triumphs  of  His  grace  ! 

2  My  gracious  Master  and  my  God, 

Assist  me  to  proclaim, 
To  spread  through  all  the  earth  abroad, 

The  honors  of  Thy  name. 
C  Jesus  !  tlie  name  that  calms  our  fears, 

That  bids  our  sorrows  cease  ; 
'Tis  music  in  the  sinner's  ears: 

'Tie  life,  and  health,  and  peace. 
4  He  breaks  the  power  of  reigning  sin  ; 

He  sets  the  prisoner  free  ; 
His  blood  can  make  the  foulest  clean ; 

His  blood  availed  for  me. 

65  C  M. 

1  Come  let  us  join  our  cheerful  songs 

With  angels  round  the  throne  ; 
Ten  thousand  thousand  are  their  tongues, 
But  all  their  joys  are  one. 

2  Worthy  the  Lamb  that  died,  tiicy  cry, 

To  be  exalted  thus! 
Worthy  the  Lamb,  our  lips  reply, 

For  he  was  slain  for  us. 
8  Jesus  is  worthy  to  receive 

Honor  and  power  divine  ; 
And  blessings  more  than  we  can  give, 

Be  Lord  fur  ever  thine     • 


4  Let  all  that  dwell  above  the  sky, 
And  air,  and  earth,  and  seas, 
Conspire  to  lift  thy  glories  high, 
And  speak  thy  endless  praise. 
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C.  M. 


1  Mortals,  awake,  with  anerels  join, 

And  chant  the  solemn  lay  ; 
Joy,  love,  and  gratitude,  combine, 
To  hail  th'  auspicious  day. 

2  In  heaven  the  rapturous  song  ocgan, 

And  6weet  seraphic  fire 
Through  all  the  shining  legions  ran, 
And  strung  and  tuned  the  lyre. 

3  Swift  through  the  vast  expanse  it  flew 
And  loud  the  echo  rolled  ; 

The  theme,  the  song,  the  joy,  was  new, 
'Twas  more  than  heaven  could  hold. 

4  Down  through  the  portals  of  the  sky 
Th'  impetuous  torrent  ran  ; 

And  angels  flew,  with  eager  joy, 
To  bear  the  news  to  man. 

5  Hark !  the  cherubic  armies  shout, 
And  glory  leads  the  song; 

"  Good-will  and  peace"  are  heard  throughout 
Th'  harmonious  angel  throng. 

Hail.  Prince  of  life'  forever  hail. 

Redeemer,  brother,  friend ! 
Though  earth,  and  time,  and  life  should  fail. 

Thy  praise  6hall  never  end. 
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A  LIGHT  IN  THE  WINDOW.    (Song  and  Chorus.) 


SOLO,  or  a  few  voices. 
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WJI.  B.  BRADBURY. 
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1  There's  a  light  in  the  window  for  thee,  brother,  There's  a  light  in  the  window  for  thee ;  A  dear  one  has  mcved  to  the  mansions  abore,  There's  a  light  in  the 

window  for  thee. 

2  There's  a  crown,  and  a  robe,  and  a  palm,  brother,  When  from  toil  and  from  care  jon  are  free ;  The  Sarionr  has  gone  to  prepare  yon  a  home.  With  a  light 

~  ._  in  the  window  for  thee. 
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A     mansion     in     heaTen     we 
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And  a    light  in  ihe  window  for     thee ; 


A     mansion  in  hearen  ire 
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light  in  the  window    for     thee. . 
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3  0  watch,  awl  be  faithful,  and  pray,  brother, 

All  your  journey  o'er  life's  troubled  sea. 
Though  afflictions  assail  you,  and  storms  beat  severe, 
There's  a  light  in  the  window  for  thee.     Cho. 

4  Then  on,  perseveringly  on.  brother, 

Till  from  conflict  and  suffering  free. 
Bright  angels  now  beckon  you  over  the  stream, 
There's  a  light  in  the  window  for  thee.     Cho, 
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SHALL  WE  SING  IN  HEAVEN?    wx B. branch*.   47 

REFRAIN. 


1  Shall  we  sing  in  heaven  for  erer — 
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J  we  sing  ?  Shall  we  sing  ?  Shall  we  sing  in  heaven  for  ever,  In  that  happy  land  ? 


i      '     "- 
Yes !  oh,    yes !  in  that 


:£E^£E«i^=SE^EBEE=EEp±^?3 
land,  that  happy  land,  They  that  meet  shall  sing  for  ever,  Far  beyond  the  rolling  rir-er,  Meet  to  sing  and  love  for  ev-er,  In  that  happy  land. 
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68  2  Shall  we  know  each  other,  ever, 
In  that  land  ? 
Shall  we  know  each  other,  ever, 
In  that  happy  land? 
Yes  !  oh,  yes!  in  that  land,  that  happy  land, 
They  that  meet  shall  know  eacli  other, 
Far,be3*ond  the  rolling  river,  &c. 

3  Shall  we  sing  with  holy  angels 

In  that  land  ? 
Shall  we  sing  with  holy  angels 

In  that  happy  land  ? 
Yes!  oh,  yes!  in  that  land,  that  happy  land, 
Saints  and  angels  sing  for  ever, 
Far  beyond  the  rolling  river,  »tc. 

4  Shall  we  rest  from  care  and  sorrow, 

In  that  land? 
Shall  we  rest  from  care  and  sorrow, 
In  that  happy  land? 


Yes!  oh,  yes!  in  that  land,  that  happy  land 
They  that  meet  shall  rest  for  ever, 
Far  beyond  the  rolling  river,  ifcc. 

5  Shall  we  meet,  our  dear,  lost  children 

In  that  land? 
Shall  we  meet  our  dear,  lost  children 

In  that  happy  land  ? 
Yes!  oh,  yes!  in  that  land,  that  happy  land, 
Children  meet  and  sing  for  ever 
Far  be3*ond  the  rolling  river,  «tc. 

6  Shall  we  know  our  blessed  Saviour 

In  that  land  ? 
Shall  we  know  our  blessed  Saviour 

In  that  happy  land  ? 
Yes!  oh,  yes!  in  that  land,  that  happy  land, 
We  shall  know  our  blessed  Saviour, 
Far  beyond  the  rolling  river. 
Love  and  serve  him  there  for  ever.  <ka. 
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OLD  HUNDRED.    L.  M. 
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1 
L.  M. 


2  High  on  a  throne  His  glories  dwell, 
An  awful  throne  of  shining  bliss  : 
Fly  through  the  world,  0  sun !  and  tell 
How  dark  thy  beams  compared  to  His. 

8  Let  clouds  and  winds,  and  waves  agree 
To  join  their  praise  with  blazing  fire  ; 
Let  the  firm  earth  and  rolling  sea, 
In  this  eternal  song  conspire. 

4  Wide  as  His  vast  dominion  lies, 

Make  the  Creator's  name  be  known  ; 


Loud  as  His  thunder,  shout  His  praise, 
And  sound  it  lofty  as  His  throne. 


5  Jehovah — 't  is  a  glorious  word  ! 

O,  may  it  dwell  on  every  tongue  ! 
But  saints,  who   best  have  known  the  Lord, 
Are  bound  to  raise  the  noblest  song. 

G  Speak  of  the  wonders  of  that  love 

Which  Gabriel  plays  on  every  chord  ; 
From  all  below,  and  all  above, 
Loud  halleluiahs  to  the  Loru. 
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70 


L.  M. 


1  My  God.  my  King,  Thy  various  praise 
Shall  fill  the  remnant  of  my  days  ; 
?'J?y  grace  employ  my  liumble  tongue, 
Till  death  and  glory  raise  the  song. 

2  The  wings  of  every  hour  shall  bear 
Some  thankful  tribute  to  Thine  ear ; 
And  every  setting  sun  shall  6ee 
New  works  of  duty,  done  for  Thee. 

3  Let  distant  times  and  nations  raise 
The  long  succession  of  Thy  praise  ; 
And  unborn  ages  make  my  6ong 
The  joy  and  labor  of  my  tongue. 

4  But  who  can  speak  Thy  wondrous  deeds? 
Thy  greatness  all  my  thoughts  exceeds  : 
Va6t  and  unsearchable  Thy  ways, 

Vast  and  immortal  be  Thy  praise. 


T'l 


L.  M. 


1  Ye  nations  round  the  earth,  rejoice, 

Before  the  Lord,  your  sovereign  King ; 
Serve  Him  with  cheerful  heart  and  voice : 
With  all  your  tongues  His  glory  sing. 

2  The  Lord  is  God;  'tis  Hj  alone 

Doth  life,  and  breath,  and  being  give; 
We  are  His  work,  and  not  our  own; 
The  sheep  that  ^n  His  pastures  live, 

3  Enter  His  gates  with  songs  of  joy, 

With  praises  to  His  courts  repair  ; 
And  make  it  your  divine  employ 

To  pay  your  thanks  and  honors  there. 


4  The  Lord  is  goofl    the  Lord  is  kind, 
Great  is  His  gt  ice,  His  me  cy  sure; 
And  the  whole  ra  :e  of  man  s  jail  find 
His  truth  from  ige  to  age  endure. 

7S  L.  M. 

1  Before  Jehovah's  iwful  thi  jne, 

Ye  nations  bow,  with  sai  red  joy; 
Know  that  the  Loi  1  is  Goi   alone  ; 
He  can  create,  ai  d  he  d  stroy. 

2  His  sovcieign  po\v«  r,  witl;  jut  our  aid, 

Made  us  of  clay,    nd  fo  med  us  men  ; 
And  when,  like  wan  lerin    sheep,  we  strayed. 
He  brought  us  to  His   old  apain. 

3  We  are  His  people  ;  wp  /lis  care ; 

Our  souls,  and  all  our  mortal  frame; 
What  lasting  honors  shall  we  rear, 
Almighty  Maker,  to  Thy  name  ? 

4  We'll  crowd  Thy  gates  with  thankful  songs, 

High  as  the  heaven  our  voices  raise; 
And  Earth,  with  her  ten  thousand  touguw, 
Shall  fill  Thy  courts  with  sounding  praise 

5  Wide  as  the  world  is  Thy  command  ; 

Vast  as  eternity  thy  love  ; 
Firm  as  a  rock  Thy  truth  shall  stand. 
When  rolling  years  shall  cease  to  move. 

Doxology.     L  M. 
Praise  God  from  whom  all  blessings  flow 
Praise  Him  all  creatures  here  below, 
Praise  Him  above,  ye  heavenly  host; 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 


HE    LEADETH    ME.   From  "  Golden  Censer."    By  permi*sii 
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"  The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,  I  shall  not  -want.    He  maketh  mb  to  lib  dcvtw  rw  gbeek  r abtuees  ;  he  lkadetu  mb 

BESIDE  THE  6 TILL  WATEES." 


1.  lie  lead  -  eth  me !  0,  blessed  thought,  0,  words  •with  heavenly  comfort  fraught,  Whate'er  1  do,  where- 

2.  Sometimes  'mid  scenes  of  deepest  gloom,  Sometimes  where  Eden's  bowers  bloom,  By  waters  still,  o'er 
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e'er    I    be,       Still 'tis  God's  hand  that  lead-eth  me !    He  lead -eth  me!  He  lead -eth  me!  By 
troubled  sea — Still 'tis    his     hand  that  lead-eth  me !    He  lead  -  eth  me  I  He  lead-eth  ine  1  <fcc. 
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his  own  hand  he  leadeth  me ;  His  faithful  follower  I  would  be,  For  by  his    hand  he  leadeth  me. 


m 
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3.   Lord,  I  would  clasp  thy  hand  in  mine, 
Nor  ever  murmur  nor  repine — 
Content,  whatever  lot  I  see, 
Since  'tis  my  God  that  leadeth  mo. 
He  leadeth  me,  <fcc. 


fe 


And  when  my  task  on  earth  is  done, 
"When,  by  thy  grace,  the  victory's  won, 
E'en  death's  cold  wave  I  will  not  flee, 
Since  God  through  Jordan  leadeth  me. 
He  leadeth  mc,  &o 


MY  SABBATH  SONG. 
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From  •'  Goldzx  Ci.ssek.; 
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By  permission.    WM.  B.  IRADBUBY. 


l'J'41.  Strains  of  mu-sic     oft  -   en  greet  me,  As     I      join       the  bu  -  sy    throng, 
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But  there's  nothing   half    so 
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I    can  sing  my  Sabbath 

song  ; 

My  Sabbath 

song,    My  Sabbath 
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song ;     I 
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love  to  sing  my  Sabbath  song. 
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2.  'Tis  a  song  of  love  and  mercy 

Speaking  peace  to  all  mankind  ; 
Telling  sinners,  poor  and  needy, 
Where  the  Saviour  they  may  find. 
No  fear  of  ill,  Jsc. 

8.  Angels  sweetly  sing  in  glory 

Songd  of  praise  to  God,  their  King  ; 


But  the  song  of  blest  redemption 
Man,  redeemed,  alone  can  sing. 
No  fear  of  ill,  &c. 

4.  While  I  live,  0,  may  I  ever 

Love  the  holy  Sabbath  song  ; 
And  when  dealh  shall  call  me  homeward, 
Join  it  with  the  blood-bought  throng. 
No  foar  of  ill,  &c. 


UXBRIDGE.    L.M. 


Dr.  L.  Mason. 


6hall  be- hold  Thy    bliss-   ful     face,    And  stand  complete  in     right-   eons   -   ness 


*■       ij. 
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L. 


1  What  sinners  value  I  resign  ; 

Lord  !  'tis  enough  that  Thou  art  mine  ; 
I  shall  behold  Thy  blissful  face, 
And  stand  complete  in  righteousness. 

2  This  life's  a  dream — an  empty  show; 
But  the  bright  world,  to  which  I  go, 
Hath  joys  substantial  and  sincere; 
When  6hall  I  wake,  and  find  me  there? 


3  Oh  !  glorious  hour! — Oh  !  blest  abode! 
I  shall  be  near,  and  like  my  God  ; 
And  flesh  and  sin  no  more  control 
The  sacred  pleasures  of  the  soul. 

4  My  flesh  shall  slumber  in  the  ground, 
Till  the  last  trumpet's  joyful  sound  ; 
Then  burse  the  chains,  with  sweet  surprise. 
And  in  my  Saviour's  image  rise. 
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76  L.  M. 

1  Now  let  our  souls  on  wings  sublime, 
Rise  from  the  vanities  of  time, 
Draw  back  tlie  parting  vail,  and  seo 
The  glories  of  eternity. 

2  Born  by  a  new  celestial  liirtli, 

Why  should  we  grovel  here  on  earth  ? 
"Why  grasp  at  transitory  toys, 
So  near  to  heaven's  eternal  joys  ? 

3  Shall  aught  beguile  us  on  the  road, 
When  we  are  walking  back  to  God? 
For  strangers  into  life  we  come, 
And  dying  is  but  going  home. 

4  Welcome,  sweet  hour  of  full  discharge, 
That  sets  our  longing  souls  at  large  ; 
Unbinds  our  chains,  breaks  up  our  cell ; 
And  gives  us  with  onr  God  to  dwell. 

6  To  dwell  with  God,  to  feel  His  love, 
Is  the  full  heaven  enjoyed  above; 
And  the  sweet  expectation  now, 
Is  the  young  dawn  of  heaven  below. 
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L.  M. 


1  Come,  weary  souls  !  with  sins  distress'd, 
Come,  and  accept  the  promised  rest ; 
The  Saviour's  gracious  call  obey, 

A  nd  cast  your  gloomy  fears  away. 

2  Here  mercy's  boundless  ocean  flows, 

To  cleanse  your  guilt  and  heal  your  woes; 
Pardon,  and  life,  and  endless  peace, — 
How  rich  the  gift,  how  free  the  grace! 


3  Dear  Saviour!  let  thy  powerful  lov2 
Confirm  onr  faith, — our  fears  remove; 
Oh  !  sweetly  reign  in  every  breast, 
And  guide  us  to  eternal  rest. 

78  L.  M. 

1  Up  to  the  fields  where  angels  lie, 

And  living  waters  gently  roll, 
Fain  would  my  thoughts  leap  out  and  fly, 
But  sin  hangs  heavy  on  my  soul. 

2  O  might  I  once  mount  up  and  see 

The  glories  of  the  eternal  skies, 
What  little  things  these  worlds  would  bo, 
How  despicable  to  my  eyes  ! 

3  Had  I  a  glance  of  Thee,  my  God, 

Kingdoms  and  men  would  vanish  soon; 
Vanish  as  though  I  saw  them  not, 
As  a  dim  candle  dies  at  noon. 

4  Then  they  might  fight,  and  rage,  and  rave, 

I  should  perceive  the  noise  no  more 
Than  we  can  hear  a  shaking  leaf, 

While  rattling  thunders  round  us  roar. 

5  Great  All  in  All,  Eternal  King  ! 

Let  me  but  view  Thy  lovely  face, 
And  nlJ  my  powers  shall  bow  and  sir.? 
Thine  endless  grandeur  and  Thy  grac». 

Doxologt.     L.  M. 
Praise  God  fiom  whom  all  blessings  flow, 
Praise  Him  all  creatines  here  below. 
Praise  llim  above,  ye  heavenly  host; 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 
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NOW  WE  LIFT  OUR  TUNEFUL  VOICES 

FOR  S.  S.  CELEBRATION.  From  "Oriola,"  by  permission. 
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1  Now    we   lift   our    tuneful     voices,      In        a  new   mel  -  odious   song:  While  each  youthful 

2  Ye      who  join  our    ce  -  le  -  bration,    Sweetest  mel  -  o  -  dies    em -ploy;    Bow  with  us     in 
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heart  re- joic-es,  To  behold  the  gath'ring  throng.  As     we  lift  our  waving  banners  To  the  breezes 
ad  -   o  -  ration,  Filled  with  holy,  heavenly  joy. 
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3  Teachers  kind,  whose  care  unceasing, 
All  must  honor  and  approve  ; 
Thanks  for  labor  still  unceasing, 
Heaven  reward  your  works  of  love. 
Clw. — As  we  lift.  <fec. 


4  Thanks  to  God  for  every  blessing, 
Which  his  bounteous  hand  bestows 
All  on  earth  thafs  worth  possessing, 
From  that  band  incessant  flows. 
Clw. — As  we  lift,  tfcc 


Words  by  Hon.  ROB'T.  H.  PRUYN.* 


SAFE  AT  HOME. 
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Music  by  YCM.  B.  BRADBURY. 
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1  When  the  bat  -  tie      is  fought,  and  the  vis  •  to  -  ry   won,  Life's  tri  -   als    arc      ended,     and  life's   duries     dore. 

2  The       most  youthful  soldier      will  then  have  a    share,    In  hear-  en  -  ly     mansions   prepared  for     us    there. 


mm 


PT   tL      rt  I    '     m    *•      \ -ft-       ^J  — »3? _™ — ^ _ u^ — _a4_«rra» — a_ « — C5 


^=si=a:=g- 


REFRAIN. 


Tiien    Je-  sus,  our  Saviour,  will  welcome  us  home,  No  more  in  this  desert     of     sin    we  shall  roam.  Safe,  safe  at  home, 
The     song  of  redemption,  from  infants,  shall  swell,  As  of  Jesus,  to  wondering    an-  gels  they  tell. 
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Safe,  safe  at  home,  No  more  to  roam,  No  more  to  roam,  Safe,  safe  at  home. Safe,  safe  at  home,  No  more,  no  more  to 
M.  M.  ,-rs 
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so 


3  Though  taken  from  earth  in  ]ife"s  earliest  morn, 
The  crown  of  our  Saviour  we'll  ever  adorn. 

More  bright  than  the  stars  will  thy  ransomed  ones  shine, 
For  the  radiance,  dear  Saviour,  's  eternally  thine. 

4  Oh,  then  will  our  hearts  swell,  with  rapture  supreme, 
For  Jesus,  thv  glories  will  over  us  beam, 

Our  minds  with  the  riches  of  wisdom  be  stored, 
For  God  will  be  known  and  for  ever  adored. 

*   The  Refrain  has  been  added  to  the  onginal  hymn. 
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WARD.    L.M. 


Dr  L    Masoic. 
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f     his     saints  "When  storms  of    sharp   dis-tress     in  - 


1.  God      is     the     re  -  fuge      of     his     saints  "When  storms  of    sharp   dis-tress     in  -   Tade ; 
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Ere      we     can    of  -    fer     our     com  -  plaints,    Be  -  hold  him     pre  -  sent  with    his       aid. 
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L.  M. 


God  is  the  refuge  of  His  saints 

When  storms  of  sharp  distress  invade  ; 
Ere  v»,  can  offer  our  complaints, 

Behold  Him  present  with  His  aid. 

Let  mountains  from  their  seats  he  hurled 
Down  to  the  deep,  and  buried  there, 

Convulsions  shake  the  solid  world — 
Our  faith  shall  never  }ield  to  fear. 


3  Loud  may  the  troubled  ocean  roar-, 

In  sacred  peace  onr  souls  abide; 
"While  every  nation,  every  shore. 

Trembles  and  dreads  the  swelling  tide. 

4  There  is  a  stream  whose  gentle  flow 

Supplies  the  city  of  onr  God, 
Life,  love,  and  joy,  still  gliding  through, 
And  watering  our  divine  abode. 


5  That  sacred  stream,  Thine  holy  word, 

Our  grief  allays,  our  fear  controls  ; 
Sweet  peace  Thy  promises  afford, 

And  give  new  strength  to  fainting  souls. 

6  Zion  enjoys  her  Monarches  love, 

Secure  against  a  threatening  hour; 
Nor  can  her  firm  foundation  move, 

Built  on  His  truth,  and  aimed  with  power. 


8S3 


L.  M. 


i  Up  to  the  hills  I  lift  mine  eyes, 
Th'  eternal  hills  beyond  the  skies; 
Thence  all  her  help  my  soul  derives, 
There  my  Almighty  refuge  lives. 

2  He  lives — the  everlasting  God — 

That  built  the  world,  that  spread  the  flood 
The  Leavens  with  all  their  hosts  lie  made, 
And  the  dark  regions  of  the  dead. 

3  lie  guMes  our  feet,  he  guards  our  way  ; 
Ilia  morning  smiles  bless  all  the  day  : 
lie  epreads  the  evening  vail,  and  keeps 
The  silent  hours,  while  Israel  sleeps. 

4  Israel,  n  name  divinely  blest, 
May  rise  secure,  securely  rest ; 
Thy  holy  guardian's  wakeful  eyes 
Admit  no  slumber,  nor  surprise. 

6  No  sun  ehall  smite  thy  head  by  day ; 
Nor  the  pale  moou  with  sickly  ray 
Shall  bla«t  thy  couch;   m>  baleful* star 
Dart  his  malignant  fire  so  far 


6  Should  eajth  and  hell  with  malice  burn, 
Still  thou  shalt  go,  and  still  return, 
Safe  in  the  Lord  ;  His  heavenly  care 
Defends  thy  life  from  every  snare. 

7  On  thee  foul  spirits  have  no  power; 
And,  in  thy  last  departing  hour, 
Angels,  tb.it  trace  the  airy  road, 
Shall  bear  thee  homeward  tc  thy  God. 

S3  L.  M. 

1  Thixe  earthly  Sabbaths,  Lord,  we  love, 
But  there's  a  nobler  rest  above ; 

To  that  our  longing  souls  aspire, 
With  cheerful  hope,  and  strong  desire. 

2  No  more  fatigue,  no  more  distress, 

Nor  sin,  nor  death  shall  reach  the  place  ; 
No  groans  shall  mingle  with  the  songs 
Which  warble  from  immortal  tongues  ; 

3  No  rude  alarms  of  raging  foes, 
No  cares  to  break  the  long  repose, 

No  midnight  shade — no  clouded  sun — 
But  sacred,  high,  eternal  noon. 

84  L.  M. 

1  0  sacred  day  of  peace  and  joy, 

Thy  hours  are  ever  dear  to  me  ; 
Ne'er  may  a  sinful  thought  destroy 
The  holy  calm  I  find  in  thee. 

2  Dear  are  thy  peaceful  hours  to  me, 

For  God  has  given  them  in  his  love; 
To  tell  how  calm,  how  blest  shall  be 
The  endless  day  of  heaven  above. 
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A  FRIEE^D  THAT'S  EVER  NEAR. 


Quick, 


"  Fear  not,  for  I  am  witu  thee.' 


1 — 


From  "Golden  Chain,"  U/  permission. 
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/  Tlio'  the  day's  are  dark  with  trouble,  And  thy  heart  is  filled  with  fear,  There  is  one  that  sees  thee  ev  -er 
\  Cheerful  hearts  and  smiiing  faces    Often  make  thee  happy  here,  Yet  no  one  was  e'er    so   hap-py, 
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And  will  hold  thee  near  and  dear.    \ 

But  sometimes  the  clouds  appear.  /  There's  a  friend  that's  ever  near,  Never  fear,  He 
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2  All  thy  prospects  will  seem  brighter 
When  the  shadow  leaves  the  heart, 
And  the  steps  of  time  beat  lighter, 
When  the  gloomy  clouds  depart, 
Many  days  have  dawned  serenely, 

While 'the  birds  sang  with  delight, 
But  the  skies  were  dark  and  gloomy 
Ere  the  sun  had  reach 'd  its  height 
There's  a  friend,  <tc. 


3  Soon  will  dawn  a  brighter  morning 
On  a  blessed,  tranquil  shore; 
Sighs  will  then  give  place  to  singing, 

Tears  to  bliss,  for  ever-more, 
Thou  shalt  see  a  world  of  glory, 

And  eternal  joy  and  bliss; 
Let  not  then  thy  soul  be  moaning 
O'er  the  woes  and  cares  of  this. 
There's  a  friend .  «Stc. 
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1  One  there  is  above  all  others, 

Well  deserves  the  name  of  Friend: 
His  is  love  beyond  a  brother's. 
Costly,  fra,  and  knows  no  end, 
Chorus. — There's  a  friend,  &e, 

2  Which  of  all  our  friends,  to  save  us 

Could  or  would  have  shed  his  blood? 
But  this  Saviour  died  to  have  us 
Reconciled  in  him  to  God.     Clio. 


3  When  he  lived  on  earth  abased. 

Friend  of  sinners  was  his  name  ; 
Now  above  all  glory  raised, 
He  rejoices  in  the  same.     Cho. 

4  Oh  !  for  grace  our  hearts  to  soften, 

Teach  us.  Lord  at.  length  to  love, 
We,  alas  !  forget  too  often. 

What  a  friend  we  have  above.     Cho. 


LITTLE  TRAVELER. 


T.  E.  PERKINS,  from  "New  Shining  Star,"  by  permission. 
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rest,         In      the   kingdom     of  your  Lord, 
D.  S.   Lift  yourheadsye     gold-en  gates! 
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In      the   man-sions    of     tne    blest,    There   to    wel-come    Je  -  sus  waits,  Gives  the  crowns  li is    foll'wers  win  ; 
Let    the    lit  -  tie    trav-'lers    in. 
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Who  are  they  whose  little  feet, 

Pacing  life's  dark  journey  through, 
Now  have  reach'd  that  heavenly  seat, 

They  had  ever  kept  in  view? 
"L  from  Greenland's  frozen  land;" 

'•  I,  from  India's  sultry  plain  ;" 
"I,  from  Afric's  barren  sand  ;" 

"  I .  from  islands  of  the  main.' 


"  All  our  earthly  journey  pas.. 

Every  tear  and  pain  gone  by, 
Here  together  met  at  lasc. 

At  the  portal  of  the  sky  ! 
Each  the  welcome  '  Coine,'  awaits, 

Conquerors  over  death  and  sin." 
Lift  your  heads,  ye  golden  gates  i 

Let  the  little  travelers  in. 


MARSDEN.    7s,  Donble.  MnsiC  byHANnis^ 

*— i— i  — I — (■  -(    ■-■(    *  ^5  I        I       ■ |       I    I   ,-ji  -H  — i — i  — |"""l~~i~*r*       1  |      '  I  — "1 1~ ~~l  'I' 


(Praise to   God,ira 
Bounteous  source  of  ev 
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For the  love  that  crowns  our  days 

Let Thy  praise  our  toDt'ues  empl 
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88  2  All  the  blessings  of  tlie  fields, 

All  the  stores  the  garden  yields, 
Flocks  that  whiten  all  the  plain, 
Yellow  sheaves  of  ripened  grain, 
Lord,  for  these  our  souls  shall  raise, 
Grateful  vows  and  soieinn  praise. 

8  Clouds  that  drop  their  fattening  dews, 
Suns  that  genial  warmth  diffuse, 
All  the  plenty,  summer  pours, 
Autumn's  rich  o'erflowing  6tores: 
Lord,  for  these  our  souls  shall  raise, 
Grateful  vows  and  solemn  praise. 

4  Yet  should  rising  whirlwinds  tear 
From  its  stem  tlte  ripening  ear  ; 
Though  the  sickening  flock  should  fall, 
And  the  herd  desert  the  stall; 
Still  to  Thee  our  souls  shall  raise 
Grateful  vows  and  soleiin  praise. 
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we  owe,  Source,  whence  all  our  b'ess-ings  flow. 
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1  Praise  the  Lord — his  power  confess ; 
Praise  him  in  his  holiness  ; 

Praise  him  as  the  theme  inspires, — 
Praise  him  as  his  fame  requires. 
Let  the  trumpets  lofty  sound  ; 
Spread  its  loudest  notes  around; 
Let  the  harp  unite  in  praise, 
"With  the  sacred  minstrel's  lays. 

2  Let  the  organ  join  to  bless 
God,  the  Lord  of  righteousness  ; 
Tune  your  voice  to  spread  the  fame 
Of  the  great  Jehovah's  name. 

All  who  dwell  beneath  his  light, 
In  his  praise,  your  hearts  unite , 
While  the  stream  of  song  is  poured, 
Praise  and  magnify  the  Lord. 


HARWELL.    8s,  7s  &  7s.  Or  8s  &  7s.    Double. 
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Dr.  Lowell  Maion. 
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1  /  Hark !  ten  thousand  harps  and  voices  Sound  the  notes  of  praise  above,  \ 

\    Jesus  reigns,  and  heaven  rejoic  -  es  ;  Jesus  reigns,  the  God  of  love.  /  See  !  he  sits  on  yonder 

d.  c.  Hal-  le  -  lu-  jah !  Halle  -  lu  -  jah !  Hal-le-  lu  -  jah  !  A    -   men  ! 
0/    King    of    glo-ry !  reign  for  ev  -  er !  Thine  an  ev  -  erlasting  crown  ;  \ 

\  Nothing  from  thy  love  shall  sever  Those  whom  thou  hast  made  thine  own.  /Happy  ob    -    jects  of  thy 
lu- jah!  Hal-le- lu -jali !  Hal-le- lu -jah!  A   -    men! 
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the  world  a  -  lone, 
be-hold  thy   face. 
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8s  &  7s. 


90  8s  &  7s. 

3  Saviour,  hasten  thine  appearing  ! 

Bring,  oh,  bring  the  glorious  day, 
When  the  awful  summons  hearing, 

Heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away ; 
Then  with  golden  harps  we'll  sing, 

"  Glory,  glory  to  our  King !" 
Hallelujah !  hallelujah ! 

Hallelujah !  Amen ! 


1  Come,  and  sweetly  tune  your  voices — 

Raise  them  to  a  lofty  strain  ; 
Sing  aloud,  while  heaven  rejoices, 

Shout!  for  Jesus  comes  to  reign. 
Glory!  hear  the  angels  crying, 

Glory  to  the  Saviour's  name  ; 
Shall  not  children,  with  them  vicing, 

Here  on  earth  his  praise  proclaim. 


2  Tea  !  it  was  the  Saviour's  pleasure, 

That  they  should  not  hold  their  rjeace  ; 
And  his  blessings,  without  measurt^ 

He  bestowed  on  such  as  the«c. 
Then  to  heaven,  high  ascending, 

Shall  our  anthems  quickly  nsfr 
With  angelic  voices  blending, 

Far  above  yon  azure  skies. 


A  HAPPY  HOME. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


4    /   I   am  bound  for  (be  land  of  the    Ik  •  ing,    0    hin  -  der  me  not  on  my    way ;    The  sun-light  is  bright'ning  be  -  fore   me, 
\    The      flow-crs  that  bloom  in  my   path-way  Breathe  o -dors  that  waft  me  rignt   on;      They  lure  me    no  long-er    to    tar-ry, 


v. — w— «. — ■! — oi- 


-FT 1 (a-FJ-J-«-3=g.-«-|:r-i n-ra-F^—p-ti.— {a— fr-fr-hF 1 " 

s3j=yppy=^Fq — »_J — |>-i-dnn£=g!=n 


;  jSPREFRAIN.  /o.v/«% 


That  her  aids  e  -  tcr  -ni-ty's   day.    \ 

But  welcome  earth's  time  to  be    gone.  /There's  a    hap-pyl 


be -yond  this  world ot    care;  A 


a -bore,  where  all    is  love, 
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Coda  for  last  stanza. 


And  the  good  shall  all  meet  there ;  A  hojne  above,  where  all  is  lore,  And  the  good  shall  all  meet  there,  Shall  all  meet  there,  shall  all  meet  there. 


2  I  am  weaned  from  this  land  of  the  dying  ; 

Decay  is  enstaniped  everywhere  ; 
Earth's  pleasures  are  seeming  and  fleeting — 

My  snul  la-  grown  weak  with  its  care. 
Tiie  joy-rays  ot  life  are  remembered 

Like  .vieep-thoughts  that  float  thro'  the  brain, 
The  lieili  and  the  spirit  are  weaving, 

Each  striving  the  mastery  to  gaiu.     Refrain. 

3  I  am  waiting  the  summons  that  bids  me 

No  lunger  a  pilgrim  to  roam, 
But    leaving  the  past  in  this  death-land, 
Make  the  laud  uf  the  living  my  home. 


The  messenger-angel  stands  waiting. 

The  signal  to  whisper  to  me,   . 
That  the  place  is  prepared  for  my  dwelling, 

And  the  Master  is  calling  for  me.    Refrain. 
4  The  land  of  the  living  is  yonder  ; 

There  life  to  its  fullness  has  grown  ; 
There  sin,  and  temptation,  and  sorrow, 

And  sickness,  and  death,  are  unknown. 
There  the  songs  of  redemption  are  chanted, 

By  a  holy,  harmonious  band  ; 
0,  when  shall  I  leave  this  clay  casket, 

And  fly  to  my  home  is  that  land  ?     Refrain. 


THE  POLAR  STAR 


1.  When  my  hiart  was  sick  anil  sere, 


T.  E.  PERKINS.     By  permission 
[    .    N  .js  -A. 
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1.  Wh^n  my  hiart  was  siek  anil  sere,  With  the  load  of    sin   I -bore;    And  no  earthly  hope  could  see,   Je-sus,  I  came  to    Thee: 
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All      my  ter  -  rors  hare  an  end,  0    glo-ri-ons,  per -feet  friend. 


In  Thy  love  my  safety 


-Nc-I— I— c 
^zzzntztmumzzt 


93 


2  When  beneath  the  tempter's  power, 
Fallen  in  an  evil  hour, 
In  my  shame,  where  could  I  flee, 
Only,  my  Lord,  to  Thee? 
Thou  did'st  comfort,  cleanse,  forgive : 
By  Thy  perfect  life  I  live  ; 
Healing  and  mercy  dwell  for  me, 
Only,  my  Lord,  in  Thee. 

8  When  a  thousand  cares  annoy, 
And  would  all  my  peace  destroy, 
Tossed  upon  a  changing  sea, 
Saviour,  I  rest  in  Thee  f 


Thou  art  free  from  earthly  care 
And  Thy  strength  divine  I  share, 
Happy,  and  calm,  and  safe,  and  bleBt, 
While  still  in  Thy  love  I  rest. 

When  the  terror  of  the  tomb 
Fills  my  fainting  soul  with  gloom, — 
Terror  of  the  path  unknown, 
Where  I  must  tread  alone, — 
In  the  cold  and  dismal  vale, 
Still  my  heart  shall  never  fail; 
Bright  in  the  gloom  Thy  face  I  see, 
And  Saviour,  I  trust  in  Thee! 
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1.     0     Thou,  whose  ten   -   der        mer  -  cy    hears  Con 
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2  See,  low  before  Thy  throne  of  grace, 

A  wretched  wanderer  mourn  ; 
Hast  Thou  not  bid  me  seek  Thy  face! 
Hast  Thou  not  said — "Return?" 

3  And  shall  my  guilty  fears  prevail 

To  drive  me  from  Thy  feet? 
0  let  not  this  dear  refuge  fail, 
This  only  safe  retreat. 


0  shine  on  this  benighted  heart, 
With  beams  of  mercy  shine ; 

And  let  Thy  healing  voice  impart 
A  taste  of  joys  divine. 

Doxology.     C.  M. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  GhoBt, 

Who  sweetly  all  agree 
To  save  a  world  of  sinners  lost, 

Eternal  glory  be. 
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OS  C.  M. 

1  Tnoir,  0  my  Jesus,  Thou  didst  me 

Upon  the  cross  embrace; 
For  me  didst  bear  the  nails  and  spear, 
And  manifold  disgrace ; 

2  And  griefs  and  torments  numberless, 

And  sweat  of  agony, 
Yea,  death  itself;  aud  all  for  one 
That  was  Thine  enemy, 

3  Then,  whv,  O  blessed  Jesus  Christ, 

Should  1  not  love  thee  well  ? 
Not  for  the  hope  of  winning  heaven, 
Nor  of  escaping  hell  ; 

4  Not  with  the  hope  of  gaining  aught, 

Not  seeking  a  reward  ; 
But  as  Thyself  hast  loved  me, 
O  ever-loving  Lord. 
6  E'en  so  I  love  Thee,  and  will  love, 
And  in  Thy  praise  will  sing  ; 
Solely  because  Thou  art  my  God, 
And  my  eternal  King. 
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CM. 


1  Dear  TCefuge  of  my  weary  soul, 

On  Thee,  when  sorrows  rise — 
On  Thee,  when  waves  of  trouble  roll, 
My  fainting  hope  relies. 

2  To  Thee  I  tell  each  rising  grief, 

For  thou  alone  canst  heal ; 
Thy  word  can  bring  a  sweet  relief 
For  every  pain  I  feel. 
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8  But  0  !  when  gloomy  doubts  prevail, 
I  fear  to  call  Thee  mine  ; 
The  springs  of  comfort  seem  to  fail, 
And  all  my  hopes  decline. 

4  Yet,  gracious  God,  where  shall  I  flee  ? 

Thou  art  my  only  trust : 
And  still  my  soul  would  cleave  to  Thee, 
Though  prostrate  in  the  dust. 

5  Thy  mercy-seat  is  open  still, 

Here  let  my  soul  retreat, 
With  humble  hope  attend  Thy  will, 
And  wait  beneath  Thy  feet 


CM. 


1  Peostrate,  dear  Jesus  !  at  Thy  feel 

A  guilty  rebel  lies  ; 
And  upward  to  the  mercy-scat 
Presumes  to  lift  his  eyes. 

2  If  tears  of  sorrow  would  suffice 

To  pay  the  debt  I  owe, 
Tears  should  from  both  my  weeping  ey«» 
In  ceaseless  torrents  flow. 

3  But  no  such  sacrifice  I  plead 

To  expiate  my  guilt ; 
No  tears,  but  those  which  thou  hast  shed- 
No  blood,  but  Thou  hast  spilt. 

4  Think  of  Thy  sorrows,  dearest  Lord! 

And  all  my  sins  forgive  ; 
Justice  will  well  approve  the  word 
That  bids  the  sinner  live. 
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DO  GOOD. 


From 
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Golaen  Censer."    By  permission* 
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1.  Do  good,   do  good,  there  is    cv  -  er     a  way,  There's  a  way  where  there's  ever     a    will ;    Don't 

2.  If  wealth  be  yours,  then  be   will-ing     to  part  With  a    por-tion,   at  least,  of  your  wealth,  And 
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FULL  CHORUS. 


wait  till  to-morrow,  but  do  it  to-day,  And  to-day  when  to-caorrow  comes  still.  Do  good,  do  good,  there's 
prove  you  are  grateful  to  God  from  your  heart,  And  your  neighbor  you  love  as  yourself.  Do  good,  do  good,  <fcc. 
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cr     a  way,  There's  a  way  where  there's  ever   a        will ;     Don't  wait  till    to  -  mor-row,  but 
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it    to-day,  And  to-day,  when  to-morrow  comes,  still,  And  to-day,  when  to-morrow  comes,  still. 
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DO  GOOD.    Concluded. 
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Perhaps  you're  poor — and  have  little  to  spare, 

There  are  some  Dot  so  favored  as  you ; 
If  only  a  shilling — bestow  it  with  care, 
And  remember  the  good  it  may  do. 
Cho. — Do  good,  <fec. 
4. 
Go  help  the  weak,  and  the  erring  restore 
To  the  path  that  in  childhood  they  trod ; 


And  if  they  repulse  you,  then  try  it  onee  more, 
Till  you.  lead  them  to  virtue  and  God. 
Cho. — Do  good,  <fec. 

6. 

Do  good  to  all,  and  their  burdens  bear : 
'Tis  the  will  of  your  Father  in  heaven ; 

Remember  this  counsel — wherever  you  are, 
That  in  secret  your  alms  should  be  given. 
Cho. — Do  good,  <fcc. 


EVENING  HYMN.    L.  M. 


1.  Glory  to  thee,  my  God,  this  nisht.  Keep  me,  O  keep  me,  KiDg  of  kings. 

For  all  the  blessings  of  the  light:  Beneath  the  6hadow  of  thy  wings. 
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2.  Forgive  me,  liord,  for  thy  dear  Son, 
The  ill  which  I  this  day  have  done ; 
That  with  the  world,  myself,  and  thee, 
I,  ere  I  sleep,  at  peace  may  be. 

8.  Teach  me  to  live,  that  I  may  dread 
1  l  ■  grave  as  little  as  my  bed ; 
TeaoL  me  to  die,  that  so  I  may 
Eioe  glorious  at  the  judgment-day, 


0  let  my  soul  on  thee  repose, 
And  may  sweet  sleep  mine  eyelids  close; 
Sleep,  which  shall  me  more  vig'rous  make, 
To  serve  my  God,  when  I  awake. 

Lord,  let  my  6oul  for  ever  6haro 
The  bliss  of  thy  paternal  care  . 
'Tis  heaven  on  earth,  'tis  heaven  aboT^ 
To  see  thy  face,  and  Bing  thy  leva. 


1.  Be-hold  a  Stranger     at  the  door!  He  gently  knocks,  has  knocked  before;  Hats  waited  long,  is 


HAMBURG.    L.M. 


Arr.  by  L.  Masoit. 
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wait-ing  still ;  You  treat  no  oth-  er  friend  so     ill. 


L.  M. 


i 
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2  Oh  !  lovely  attitude— He  stands 

With  melting  heart,  and  loaded  hands: 
Oh  !  matchless  kindness — and  He  shows 
This  matchless  kindness  to  His  fues  ! 

3  But  will  He  prove  a  friend  indeed  t 
He  will — the  very  Friend  you  need  ; 
The  Friend  of  sinners — yes,  'tis  He, 
With  garments  dyed  on  Calvary. 


Rise,  touched  with  gratitude  divine 
Turn  out  His  enemy  and  thine, 
That  80ul-de8tro}-ing  monster,  sin, — 
And  let  the  heavenly  Stranger  in. 

Admit  Ilim,  ere  His  anger  burn, — 
His  feot  departed,  ne'er  return ; 
Admit  Him, — or  the  hour's  at  hand, 
You'll  at  llis  door  rejected  stand. 
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L.  M. 

1  How  blest  the  righteous  when  he  dies ! 
When  sinks  a  weary  soul  to  rest ! 
How  mildly  beam  the  closing  eyes! 
How  gently  heaves  th'expiring  breast ! 

2  So  fades  a  summer  cloud  away  ; 

So  Binks  the  gale  when  storms  are  o'er ; 


So  gently  shuts  the  eye  of  day ; 
So  dies  a  wave  along  the  shore. 

3  A  holy  quiet  reitrns  arounrl 

A  calm  which  life  nor  death  destroys  ; 
And  naught  disturbs  that  peaee  profound 
Which  his  unfettered  soul  enjoys. 

4  Farewell,  conflicting  hopes  and  fears, 

Where  lights  and  shades  alternate  dwell ; 
How  bright  the  unchanging  morn  appears  ! 
Farewell,  inconstant  world,  farewell ! 

5  Life's  labor  done,  as  sinks  the  clay, 

Light  from  its  load  the  spirit  flies, 
While  heaven  and  earth  combine  to  say, 
"How  blest  the  righteous  when  he  dies  Iw 


J      AZMON.    C.  M.  GLASER.  6<) 
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1.  Amaziug  grace!  how  sweet  thesound,T:.at  saved  a  wretch  like  me  !  I  once  was  lost,  but  now  am  L>und,Was  blind,  but  now 

[I  see. 
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2  'Twas  grace  that  taught  my  heart  to  fear 

And  grace  my  fears  relieved  ; 
How  precious  did  that  grace  appear 
The  hour  1  first  believed  ! 

3  Through  many  dangers,  toils  and  snares 

I  have  already  come: 
'Tis  grace  has  brought  me  safe  thus  far, 
And  grace  will  lead  me  home. 
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1  This  is  the  day  the  Lord  hath  made, 

He  calls  the  hours  his  own  ; 
Let  heaven  rejoice,  let  earth  be  glad, 
And  praise  surround  the  throne. 

2  To-day  he  rose  and  left  the  dead, 

Ami  Satan's  empire  fell  ; 
To-day  the  saints  his  triumph  spread, 
And  all  his  wouders  tell. 

3  Ilosanna  to  th'ann'inted  King, 

To  David's  holy  Son  : 
Help  us.  O  Lord— descend  and  bring 
Salvation  from  Thy  throne. 

4  Blest  be  the  Lord  who  comes  to  men 

With  messages  of  grace  ; 
Who  comes  in  God,  his  Kathir's,  name, 
To  save  our  sinful  race. 


5  Hosanna  in  the  highest  strains 
The  church  on  earth  can  raise  ; 
The  highest  heavens  in  which  He  reigns 
Shu. I  give  him  nobler  praise. 
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1  Sweet  wa3  the  time  when  first  I  felt 

The  Saviour's  pard'ning  blood, 
App  ied  to  cleanse  my  soul  ftvin  guilt, 
And  bring  me  home  to  God. 

2  Soon  as  the  morn  the  light  revealed, 

ilis  praises  tuned  my  tongue; 
And.  when  the  evening  shade  prevailed, 
His  love  was  all  uiy  uong. 

3  In  prayer,  my  siul  drew  near  the  Lord, 

And  siw  Ilis  glory  Rhine  ; 
And  when  I  read  His  holy  word, 
I  called  each  promise  mine. 

4  Now  when  the  evening  shade  prevails, 

lly  soul  in  darkness  mourns; 
And,  when  the  morn  the  light  reveals, 
No  light  to  me  returns. 

5  Rise.  Saviour!  help  me  to  prevail, 

And  make  my  soul  Thy  care  ; 
I  know  Thy  mercy  can  not  fail, 
Let  me  that  mercy  share. 


I'LL  RISE  UP  EARLY  IN  THE  MORNING. 

1st  time.  I    H.HM.      W.U.  B.  BRADBURY. 
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.  /  I'll  rise    up    ear-ly    in  the  morri-ing.  The  morning  of   the  Sabbath  day,     \ 
\  I'll  rise    up    ear-ly    in  the  inorn-ing,  Omii / 
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And  haste  to  Sabbath  school  away. 
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Sabbath-school. 
Fur  oh,  I  love  the  Sabbath-school,  The  Sabbath-school,  the  Sabbath-school.  For  oh,  I  love  the  Sabbath-school,  The  precious 
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While  there  I'll  listen  to  my  teacher. 

And  treasure  up  what  he  niav  say, 

While  their  I'll  listen  to  my  teacher. 

As  up  to  heaven  he  points  the  way. 
For  oh.  I  love  my  teacher  dear, 
My  teacher  dear,  my  teacher  dear, 
For  oh,  1  love  my  teacher  dear, 
So  good  and  kind  to  uie. 


m 


I'll  learn  my  lesson  in  the  Bible, 

And  try  to  practice  what  I  learn  ; 
I'll  learn  my  lesson  in  the  Bible. 

And  every  sinful  way  will  shun. 
For  oh.  1  love  that  blessed  book. 
That  blessed  book.  I  hat  blessed  book, 
For  oh    I  love  that  blessed  book, 
So  full  of  grace  and  truth. 


CHRIST  FOR  ME. 


4. 
Then  I'll  not  trifle  any  longer 

Nor  throw  my  precious  hours  awaj. 
Then  I'll  not  trifle  any  longer. 

But  go  to  Christ  without  delay  ; 
And  dwell  with  him  in  heaven  above, 
In  heaven  above,  in  heaven  above — 
And  dwell  with  him  in  heaven  above, 

A  heaven  of  joy  and  K>ve, 

WJI.  B.  BRADBURY. 


D.  c.  And  whil 


1st.  2d.         |  B.C. 
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I  ve  breath  I  mean  to  sing,  Christ  for  me.  Christ  for  me.  salvation  bring 
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2  In  him  I  see  the  Godhead  shine 

Christ  for  me,  Christ  for  me; 
lie  is  the  majesty  divine, 

Christ  for  me,  Christ  for  me; 
The  Father's  well-beloved  son, 

Co-partner  of  his  royal  throne, 
AV  ho  did  for  human  .guilt  atone, 

Christ  for  me,  Christ  for  me. 


3  To-dav  as  yesterday  the  same, 

Christ  for  me.  Christ  for  me; 
How  precious  is  his  balmy  name, 

Christ  for  me,  Christ  for  me: 
Christ  a  mere  man,  may  answer  vou 

Who  error's  winding  path  pursue. 
But  I  with  past  can  never  do, 

Christ  for  me,  Christ  for  me. 


THE  SUNDAY-SCHOOL  ARMY. 

l  J   !- 
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0,     do  not  be  discouraged.  For  .Te-sus  is  your  Friend,  0    do  not  be  discouraged,  For  Jesus   is  your  Friend,    He  will 
2  Fight  on,  ye   lit-tle  soldiers,  The  battle  you  shall  win  ,  Fight  on,  ye  little  soldiers,  The  buttle  you  shall  win.      For  the 
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Fine.     CHORUS. 
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give  you  grace  to  conquer.  He  will  give  you  grace  to  conquer.  And  keep  you  to  the  end.    I  am  glad  I"m  in  this  army,  Yes.  Pin 
Saviour  is  your  Captain,  For  the  Saviour  is  your  Captain.  And  he  has  vanquished  sin. 
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glad  I'm  in  this  arm  v. 


And  I'll  battle  for  the  school. 
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Yes,  I'm  glad  I'm  in  this  army, 
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And  when  the  conflict's  over, 
Before  him  you  shall  st  ml  ; 

And  when  the  conflict's  over. 
Before  him  you  shall  stand, 

You  shall  ling  bis  pr  lis-  f>r  ever. 

You  shall  sing  bis  pi  ii<i  wir  ever. 
In  Canaan's  happy  land. 

Chorus^ 


72  ROTHWELL.       L.  M.  *rraBffed  by  L.  M«o*. 


1  He  lives,  thegreat  Re-  deem  -  er  lives,  What  joy  the  blest  as-  sur-ance  gives.And  now,  before  His 

2  Re-peat-ed  crimes  a-  wake  our  fears,  And  justice  armed  with  frowns  appears  ;  But  in  the  Saviour's 
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Fa-  ther,  God,  Pleads  the  full  ruer-  it       of  His  blood,  Pleads  the  full  mer 
love-ly     face,  Sweet  mercy  smiles,  and    all  is  peace,  Sweet  mercy  smiles, 
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107  L.  M. 

3  Hence  then,  ye  black,  despairing  thoughts, 
Above  our  fears,  above  our  faults, 

His  powerful  intercessions  rise. 
And  guilt  recedes,  and  terror  dies. 

4  In  every  dark,  distressful  hour, 
When  sin  and  Satan  join  their  power, 
Let  this  dear  hope  repel  the  dart, 
That  Jesus  bears  us  on  His  heart. 

6  Great  Advocate,  Almighty  Friend  ! 
On  Him  our  humble  hopes  depend; 
Our  cause  can  ntver,  never  fail, 
For  Jesus  pleads,  and  must  prevail. 


it       of  His  blood, 
and     all  is     peace 


108  L.  M. 

1  Great  God,  we  sing  that  mighty  hand, 
By  which  supported  stiil  we  stand  ; 
The  opening  year  Thy  mercy  shows ; 
Let  mercy  crown  it  till  it  close. 

2  By  day,  by  night,  at  home,  abroad, 
Still  we  are  guarded  by  our  God ; 
By  His  incessant  bounty  fed, 

By  His  unerring  counsel  led. 

3  With  grateful  hearts  th"  past  we  own  ; 
The  future,  all  to  us  unknown. 

Wre  to  Thy  guardian  care  commit, 
And  peaceful  leave  before  Thy  feet. 


r«i-H 


WM.  B.  BRADnTJRY. 
The  Golden  Shower,"  liv  perm 


EVEN  ME."  From 

'Lord, I  hearofsbow'rs  of  b'essings  Thou  art  scattering  full  and  free  ;\ 

I  Showers  the  thirsty  land  refreshing:  Let  some  droppings  fall  on  me.)  Even  me 

f    Pass  me  not,  ()  God.  my  Father,  Sinful  though  my  heart  may  he  ;  \ 

^    Thou  mighl'st  leave  me.  hut  the  rati.er  Let  Thy  mercy  fill  on  me./  Even  me,     Kven    me.  Let  some  droppi 


Even   me,  Let.  some  droppings  fall  on  me. 
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on  me. 


JQJ)  3  Pass  me  r.ot.  O  gracious  Saviour, 
Let  me  live  and  cling  to  Thee  : 
Fain  I'm  longing  tor  Thy  favor  ; 
Whilst  thou'rt  calling,  call  for  me—Even  me. 
4  Pass  me  not,  O  mighty  Spirit, 

Thou  canst  make  the  blind  to  see: 
Wirne.-isen  of  Jesus'  merit, 
Speak  the  word  of  power  to  me — Even  me. 


5  Lore  of  God  so  pure  and  changeless  : 

Blood  of  Christ  so  rich  mid  free  : 

Grace  of  God  so  rich  and  boundless, 

Magnify  it  all  iu  me. — Even  me. 

6  Pa«s  me  not,  Thy  lost  one  bringing  ; 

Hind  my  heart,  0  Lord,  to  Thee  ; 
Whilst  the  streams  of  life  are  springing, 
Blessing  others,  0,  bless  me.  — Kven  me. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


CAPTIVITY.    L.M. 

When  we,  our  wearied  limbs  to  rest,  Sat  down  by  prond  Euphrates'  streams,  We  wept-with  doleful  thoughts  oppressed,  And  Zioa  was  our  mournful  thenw. 


no 

2  Our   harps,  that,  when  with  joy  we 

sv.ng, 
Were  wont  Iheir  tuneful  parts  to  bear. 
With  silent  string,  neg  ected  hung, 
On  willow  trees  that  withered  there. 

3  How  shall  we  tune  our  voice  to  sing. 
Or    touch    our    harps    with    skillful 

hands? 
Shall  hymns  of  joy,  to  God  our  King, 
Be  sung  by  slaves  in  foreign  lauds  ? 


Ill 


L.  M. 


1  Fountain  of  grace,  rich,  full,  and  free, 
What  need  1,  that  is  not  in  Thee  ? 
Full    pardon,   strength   to   meet   the 

day, 
Aad  peaie  which  none  can  take  away. 

2  Doth  sickness  fill  the  heart  with  fear  ? 
'I  is  sweet  to  know  that  Thou  art  near  ; 
Am  I  with  dread  of  justice  tried  ? 
'lis   sweet   to   feel   that   Christ   hath 

died. 


3  In  life,  Thy  promises  of  aid. 
Forbid  my  hear;  to  he  jfraid  ; 

In  death,  peace  gently  veils  the  eye* 
Christ  rose,  and  I  shall  surely  rise. 

4  O,  all-sufficient  Saviour  !  be 
This  all-sufficiency  to  me  ; 

Nor  pain,   nor   sin,   nor    death    can 

harm 
The  weakest,  shielded  by  Thine  arm. 
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ONE  DAY  NEARER  HOME. 

,J^_IV£X-IS-I^-A- 


From  JOHX  M.  EVANS. 
CHORUS. 


1  A  crown  of  glory  bright.  By  faith's  clear  eyes  I  see,  In  yonder  realms  of  light  Prepared  forme.  Tin  nearer  my  home, 
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nearer  my  home,  nearer  my  home  today  ;    Yes!  nearer  my  home  in  heaven  to  day,  Than  ever  I've  been  be-  fore. 
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2  0  m;iy  I  faithful  prove, 

And  keep  the  crown  in  view, 
And  thro'  the  storms  of  life 
My  way  pursue. 


3  Jesus,  be  thou  my  gnick, 
And  all  my  steps  attend, 
0  keep  me  near  thy  side, 
Be  thou  my  friend. 


!  4  Be  tliou  my  shield  and  sun, 
My  Saviour  and  my  guard, 
And  when  my  work  is  done 
My  great  reward. 


EPIPHANY    Us  k  10s. 

1   Daughter  of  Zi-on,  awake  from  thy  sadness,   Awake,  for  thy  foes  shall  oppress  thee  no  more; 
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EPIPHANY,    lis  &  10s.    Concluded. 
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Bright  o'er  thy  hills  dawns  ttie  (lay-  star    of 
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;ladness, 
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the     night  of   tliv     for  -  row 


Arise,       foi 

■--— ■  —  -■    ■!■-■--■--■■:■ C-r«-fS — S> 9 ^ " 1 ,-1 — -  — 

3  Daughter  f>f  Zion.  tlie  power  that  hath  saved  thee 
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2  Strong  were  thy  toes,  hut  the  arm  that  subdued  them, 
Ami  scattered  their  legions,  was  mightier  far  ; 
They  fled  like  the  chaff  from  the  scourge  that  pursued  them, 
Vaiu  were  their  steeds  and  their  chariots  of  war. 
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Extolled  with  the  harp,  and  the  timbrel  should  be  ; 
hout,  for  the  fne  is  destroyed  that  enslaved  thee, 
Tli'  oppressor  is  vanquished,  and  Ziou  is  free. 


A  LAND  WITHOUT  A  STORM. 

DIALOGUE  AND  CHORUS. 

^S_ 


Wll.  B.  BRADBURY. 
CHORUS 


Boys.   ./Traveler,  whither 
Girl*.     \Soay;hl  tome    the 
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at 
art     thou  go  -  ing,  Heedless     of      the  clouds  that  firm 
le  winds  rough  blowing.  Mine's  a  land     with- out 
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iat  f  irra  ?\  \nd  I'm    go    -  ing. 
: -- a  storm.,/     |V.   >  


yes,     I'm 
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the  land  that  has     no  storms,  And  I'm  go  -  ing,  yes,  I'm  go  -  ing  To  that  land  that  has    no  storms. 
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2  Traveler,  art  thou  here  a  stranger, 

Not  to  fear  the  tempe-t  power? 
I  have  not  a  (bought  of  danger, 
Tho'  the  sky  more  darkly  lower. 

3  Traveler,  now  a  moment  linger, 

Soon  the  darkness  will  he  o'er. 


Girls.        No!  I  see  a  beckoning  finger. 

Guiding  to  a  for  off  shore.     Cho. 

Boys.    4  Traveler,  yonder  narrow  portal 
Opens  to  receive  thy  form. 

Girls.        Yes!  hot  I  shall  lie  immortal 

In  that  Laud  without  a  storm.     Ckt. 
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COME  YE  SINKERS.    8s  &  7s. 


-«      Ptt    ,  ___  TIME.     CnORU3.         I        K  «*        Itaa. 


D.c.  Glo-ry,   Jio  -  nor  and    sal  -  va-tiou,  Christ  the  Lord  is  come  toreigu. 


,  /Come  ye   sinners,   poor  and     reedy.  Weak  and  wounded,  sick  and  sore.  \ 
\.Ie  -   sus  rea  -  dy  stands  to  save  you.  Full  of     ]>i  -  ty,  love  anil  power./ Turn  to   the  Lord  and  seek  sal-  va-  tion, 
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Sound  the  praise  of     his   dear  name. 
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2  Now,  ve  needy,  come  and  welcome, 
God's  free  bounty  glorify  ; 
True  belief  and  true  repentance. 
Every  grace  that  brings  you  nigh. 


4  Come  ye  weary,  heavy  laden. 

Bruised  and  mangled  by  the  fall, 
If  you  tarry  till  you're  belter, 
You  will  never  come  at  all. 


3  Let  not  conscience  make  you  linger,  5  Agonizing  in  the  garden. 

Nor  of  fitness  fondly  dream  ;  Lo!  your  Maker  {trinitrate  lie3  ! 

All  the  fitne-s  he  requireth,  On  the  bloody  tree  behold  llim — 

Is  to  feel  your  need  of  llim.  Hear  Him  cry  before  lie  dies. 


IIS  8s  &  7s. 

1  Come,  ye  pinners,  heavy  laden, 

Lost  and  ruined  by  the  fall; 
If  yon  wait  till  yon  are  better, 
Yon  will  never  come  at  all. 
Cho. — Turn  to  the  Lord,  «fcc. 

2  Let  no  sense  of  guilt  prevent,  yon, 

Nor  of  fitness  fondly  dream ; 
All  the  fitness  he  requiivtli. 
Is  to  feel  vour  need  of  llim. 
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8s&7s. 


1  Hark!  the  morning  bells  are  ringing! 
Children,  haste  without  delay  ; 
Prayers  of  thousands  now  are  winging, 
Up  to  heaven  iheir  silent  way. 
Cho. — Come,  children,  come,  the  bells  are  ringing, 
To  the  school  with  haste  repair  ; 
Let  us  all  unite  in  singing, 
All  unite  in  solemn  player. 
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2  'Tie  an  hour  of  happy  meeting 

Children  meet  for  praise  and  prayer; 
But  the  hour  is  short  and  fleeting, 
Let  us  then  be  early  there. 
8  Children,  haste!  the  belle  are  ringing, 
And  the  morning  's  bright  and  fair; 
Thousands  now  unite  in  6inging, 
Thousands,  too,  in  solemn  prayer. 

117'  8s  &  7s. 

1  Cfhdren,  hear  the  melting  6tory 

Of  the  Lamb  that  once  was  slain  : 
Tis  the  Lord  of  life  and  glory  ; 
Shall  he  plead  with  you  in  vain? 

Chorus. 
Turn  to  the  Lord,  and  seek  salvation ; 

Sound  the  praise  of  his  great  name; 
Glory,  honor,  and  redemption, 

Christ,  the  Lord,  has  come  to  reign. 

2  Tield  no  more  to  sin  and  folly, 

So  displeasing  in  his  sight; 
Jesus  loves  the  pure  and  holy, 
They  alone  are  his  delight. 

3  All  j-our  sins  to  him  confessing 

Who  is  ready  to  forgive  ; 
Seek  the  Saviour's  richest  blessing, 
On  his  precious  name  believe. 

US  8s  &  7s. 

1  Now  the  Saviour  standeth  pleading 
At  the  sinner's  bolted  heart ; 
jSow  in  heaven  lie's  interceding, 
Taking  there  the  sinner's  part. 


2  Sinner  !  can  you  hate  this  Saviour? 

Will  you  thrust  him  from  your  arms  ? 
Once  He  died  through  your  behavior, 
Now  He  calls  you  by  His  charms. 

3  Sinner!  hear  yonr  God  and  Saviour, 

Hear  His  gracious  voice  to-dav, 
Turn  from  all  your  vain  behavior; 
O  repent,  return  and  pray! 

4.  Now  He's  waiting  to  be  gracious, 
Now  He  stands  and  looks  on  thee; 
See  what  kindness,  love,  and  pity, 
Shine  around  on  you  and  mo 

5  Come,  for  all  things  now  are  readr, 
Yet  there's  room  for  many  more  : 
O  ye  blind,  ye  lame  and  needy, 
Come  to  wisdom's  boundless  store. 


no 


8s  &  7s. 


1  Hear,  O  sinner,  mercy  hails  you, 

Now  with  sweetest  voice  she  calls : 
Bids  you  haste  to  seek  the  Saviour, 
Ere  the  hand  of  justice  fails. 

2  See  !  the  storm  of  vengeance  gath'ring 

O'er  the  path  you  dare  to  tread  ; 
Hark  !  the  awful  thunder  rolling 
Loud  and  louder  o'er  your  head. 

3  Haste,  O  sinner!  to  the  Saviour, 

Seek  his  mercy  while  you  may ; 
Soon  the  day  of  grace  is  over ; 
Soon  your  life  will  pass  away. 
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COME  UNTO  ME.    (Anthem.) 


m.p     Soft  and  gentle  tones,  but  earnest  and  devout 


130    "Come  unto  rne  all  ye  that    labor  And  are  hea-vy     la- den,    And     I   will  give  you  rest, 
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Take  my  yoke  up- on      you  and  learn     of         me,       for     I     am  meek  and  low-ly     of  heart,  And 
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jre..    shall  find  rest  un-  to   your  souls,        Formyyokeis    ea- sy  and  my  bur- den  is  light,    My 
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yoke    is    ea-sy  and  my  bur -den  is  light."         0  precious  in  -  vi- ta-tion,  Help  us,  0  Lord,  to 
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COME  UNTO  ME.    Concluded. 
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FUI.L  CHORUS. 
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come  with,  a     bro  -  ken   heart,  and   a     con  -  trite   spir-it,         0  precious  in-  \'i-  ta-  tion,    Help 
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us,   0  Lord,  to  come  with  a   brok  -  en   heart,  and  a     con  -  trite  spir  -  it,        "Wc  praise  thee,  we 
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bless  thee,  O     Je-sus,  for  thy    love,  Webless  thee  for  the  precious  words  that  thou  hast^ivtw  to  us. 
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highest,  in  the     high     -     -     est,        in  the  high-eet. 
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Hosan  -  na,  lio-san  -  na.  ho-san-  na  in  the  high  -  est,  ho-san-na  in  the  highest,  in  the  hi^li-est. 
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IVES.    7s. 


Arranged  by  E.  IVES,  Jr. 
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1.  Who    are  these  in  bright  ar  -  ray,     This  in  -  nu  -  mer  -  a  -  ble  throng,  Round  the  al  -  tar, 
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night  and  day,  Hymning  one  triumphant  song?  "Worthy  is  the  Lamb  once  slain, Blessing,  honor, 
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glo  -    ry,  power,  Wisdom,    riches  to     ob  -  tain  ;  New  do  -  min  -  ion  ev  -  erv  hour." 

'                         1        is   H5  p*"  l       "J** 

— d — k, a —      !  __J_4.J  m — ? —  ^^ # —  *_j     „'_t_^ 


1S1 

These  through  fiery  trials  trod  ! — 
These  from  great,  affliction  came  ; 

Now  before  the  throne  of  God, 
Sealed  with  His  almighty  name 


Clad  in  raiment  pure  and  white, 
Victor  palms  in  every  hand, 

Through  their  dear  Redeemer's  might. 
More  than  conquerors  they  stand. 


8  Hunger,  thirst,  disease  unknown, 

On  immortal  fruits  tl-.ey  feed  ; 
Them,  the  Lamb  amid  the  throne, 

Shall  to  living  fountains  lead  ; 
Joy  and  gladness  banish  sighs  ; 

Perfect  love  dispels  all  fears; 
And  for  ever  from  their  eyes 

God  shall  wipe  away  the  tears. 


1Q2 


7s. 


1  Palms  of  glory,  raiment  bright, 

Crowns  that  never  fade  away, 
Gird  and  deck  the  saints  in  lis^ht; 

Priests,  and  kings,  and  conquerors,  they. 

2  Yet  the  conquerors  bring  their  palms 

To  the  Lamb  amid  the  throne  ; 
And  proclaim,  in  joyful  psalms, 
Victory  through  His  cross  alone. 

3  Kings  for  harps  their  crowns  resign, 

Crying,  as  they  strike  the  chords — 
"  Take  the  kingdom  ;  it  is  thine, 
King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords." 

4  Round  the  altar  priests  confess, 

If  their  robes  are  white  as  snow, 
'Twas  their  Saviour's  righteousness, 
And  His  blood,  that  made  them  so. 

6  Who  arc  these  ?     On  earth  they  dwelt, 
Sinners  once  of  Adam's  race 
Guilt,  and  fear,  and  suffering  felt, 
But  were  saved  by  sovereign  grace. 


6  They  were  mortal,  too,  like  us  ; 

Ah!  when  we,  like  them,  shall  die, 
May  our  souls,  translated  thus, 

Triumph,  reign,  and  shine,  on  high! 

123  7s. 

1  While  with  ceaseless  course  the  sun 
Hasted  through  the  former  year, 

Many  souls  their  race  have  run, 
Never  more  to  meet  us  here. 

Fixed  in  an  eternal  state, 

They  have  done  with  all  below ; 

We  a  little  longer  wait, 
But  how  little,  none  can  know. 

2  Spared  to  see  another  year, 
Let  Thy  blessing  meet  us  here  ; 

Come,  Thy  dj-ing  work  revive, 
Bid  Thy  drooping  garden  thrive  : 

Sun  of  Righteousness,  arise! 

Warm  our  hearts  and  bless  our  eyes; 

Let  our  prayer  Thy  pity  move, 
Make  this  year  a  time  of  love. 

3  Thanks  for  mercies  past  receive, 
Pardon  of  our  sins  renew  ; 

Teach  us  henceforth  how  to  live, 

With  eternity  in  view  : 
Bless  Thy  word  to  old  and  young, 

Fill  us  with  a  Saviour's  love  ; 
When  our  life's  short  race  is  run, 

May  we  dwell  with  Thee  above. 
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A    SAVIOUR    EVER    NEAR.    From  the     Oriola,"  by  permission. 


Gently— Softly. 


1  Hush'd  be  my  rourmun'ngs,  let  cares  depart,       Je  -  sus  is  near  me    to  cheer  my  heart;      He's  near  to  helpuuo 
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whilst  life's  hours  remain,    He  speaks  to  cheer  me  in  toil  and  in    pain.      He  speaks  to  cheer  me  in  toil  and  in     pain. 
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CHORUS. 


(Gen -tie    angels   near  me  glideA 
Hopes  of    glo-ry 'round  nie'oide./  An 


d  there  lingers  by   my  side,    A    Saviour,    a    Saviour,     a    Saviour  eT  -  er 
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2  Why  should  I  languish — why  should  I  fear? 
In  sorrow  and  anguish  He's  ever  near  : 
Sleeping  or  waking — in  pleasure  or  pain, 
Roaming  or  resting,  He'll  near  me  remain. 

Cho. — Gentle  augels,  &c. 

3  Scenes  that  will  vanish,  smile  on  me  now, 
Joys  of  a  moment  play  round  my  brow, 
But  soon  in  heaven  He'll  meet  me  again, 
There'll  end  my  sorrow,  anil  there'll  end  my  pain. 

C/10. — GenLle  angels,  ko 
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"Words  by  Rev.  L.  HARTSO'JGH, 


LET  ME  GO.  8.3 

From  "  Pilgrim  Songs,"  by  permission  of  WM.  B.  BRADBURY 


1  Let  me   go  where  saints  are  going,     To    the  mansions  of   the  blest,  Let  rue  go  where  niylte- 


ciiORUS.  Let     me  go,    'tis  Jesus    calls  me,    Let  me  gain  the  realms  of  day,   Bear  me    o-  ver,  angel 


deemer      htis   prepared   his  people's   rest. 


I  would  gain  the  realms  of  brightness,  Where  they 
.~ .   jb     qff:  •    *     ft     -ft    Sr.     *..*■*. 
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Let  me  go  where  none  are  weary, 

Where  is  raised  no  wail  of  woe. 
Let  me  go  and  bathe  my  spirit, 

In  the  raptures  angels  know. 
Let  me  go,  for  bliss  eternal. 

Lures  my  soul  away,  away. 
And  the  victor's  song  triumphant, 

Thrillu  my  heart,  I  cannot  stay. 


3  Let  me  go,  why  should  I  tarry? 

What  has  earth  to  bind  me  here? 
What  but  carts  and  toils  and  sorruws  ? 

What  but  death  and  pain  and  fear? 
Let  me  go,  for  hopes  most  cherished, 

Blasted  round  ine  ufueu  lie. 
O!  I've  gathered  brightest  fl-nvera, 

But  to  see  them  fade  aud  die. 


HYMNS  OF  GRATEFUL  LOVE. 


TRIO  or  SEMI-CHORUS. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 
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1.  Shall  hymns  of  grateful    lore,  Thro' hearai's  high  arches  ring,    And    all    the  hosts  a-  bore. .  Their  songs  of  triumph    sing. 
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FULL  CHORUS,  ff 
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Andshallnot  we  take  up  the  strain,  Andsend  the  echo  back  again?  And  send  the  echo,  ,sen<Z   the  e-  cho, 
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send  the  cell  -o,       send    the  cch-o,       Send     the     ech  -  o,  send  the  ech  -  o  back     a  -   gain. 


1SS3 


2  Shall  every  ransomed  tribe 
Of  Adam's  scattered  race, 
To  Christ  all  powers  ascribe, 
Who  saved  them  by  his  grace. 


Cho. 


8  Shall  they  adore  the  Lord, 

Who  boPj'it  them  wiL,h  his  blood, 


And  all  the  love  record. 

That  led  them  home  to  God,     Cho. 

Then  spread  the  joyful  sound, 
The  Saviour's  love  proclaim. 

And  publish  all  around, 

Salvation  through  his  name.     Cho 


SUBMISSION.       "S  <fc  OS.  n.  N.  WHITNEY,  by  permission. 85 


1  Come  to  Jesus,    erring  one ;  Cone  to   Jesus     now;  Humbly  at  His  gracious  throne,  In  submission  bow. 
pg— * — — ^rzg=Jz=jr^grii*^=rFg-gzg=g3cg_g_^^-par^zg-Brt: 
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2  At  His  feet  confess  your  sin; 
Seek  forgiveness  there; 
For  His  blood  c:in  make  you  clean, — 
He  will  bear  your  prayer. 


I  *-1 


3  Seek  His  face  without  delay; 
Give  Him  now  your  heart; 
Tarry  not,  but,  while  you  may, 
Choose  the  better  part. 


AMERICA.    (National  Hymn.) 
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1.  My  conn  try, 'tis  <>f  thee.  Sweet  land  of  li-her-ty.  Of  thee  I  sins;  Land  where  my  fathers  died.  Land  of  the  pilgrim's  ] 

2.  My  native  country!  tlice,  Land  of  Hie  noble  free,  Thy  name  I  love;  1  love  thy  rocks  und  rills,  Thy  woods  and  leuiplt.d 
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From    ev  -Yv  mountain  side     Let   freedom  Tint*. 
My    heart  with  ra-itiiro  thrills,  Like  that  a-  hove. 
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ISO  3 

Let  music  swell  the  breeze, 
And  ring  from  all  the  trees 

Sweet  freedom's  son.;;: 
Let  mortal  tongues  awake, 
Let  all  that  breathe  partake, 
Let  rooks  their  silence  break, 

The  sound  prolong. 


Onr  father's  God,  to  taee, 
Author  of  liberty, 

To  thee  we  .--in";: 
Long  may  our  land  tie  bright 
With  freedom's  holy  light; 
Protect  us  by  thy  rnivrin, 

Great  God,  our  King. 


S6  ELLENTHORPE.    L.  M.  L™. 

tongue,     'I'll   praise  my  Mak  -  er      in      my  song; 


1.  "With     all    my  powers  of  heart  and 
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An  -  gels  shall  hear    the    notes   I      raise,        Ap  -  prove  the  song,  and        join  the     praise. 


1S7  L.  M. 

2  To  God  I  cried  when  troubles  rose; 
He  heard  ine.  and  subdued  my  foes: 
He  did  my  rising  fears  control, 

And  strength  diffused  through  all  my  soul. 

3  Amidst  a  thousand  snares,  I  stand 
Upheld  and  guarded  by  Thy  hand; 
Thy  words  my  fainting   soul  revive, 
And  keep  my  dying  faith  alive? 


4  Grace  will  complete  what  grace  begins, 
To  save  from  sorrow  or  from  sins  ; 
The  work  that  wisdom  undertakes, 
Eternal  mercy  neer  forsakes. 

S8  Poxologt.     Ii.  M. 

Praise  God  from  whom  all  blessings  flow. 
Praise  Him  nil  creatures  here  below; 
Praise  Him  above,  ye  heavenly  host; 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
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SHINING    SHORE.  G.  P.  ROOT.  By  permission.     S7 
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1  lly  days  are  glid-ing  swift-ly    by,   And    I.        a     pil- 


rini  stranger,  Would  not  de  -  tain  them  as    they  fly  !  Those 
D.  s.  And  just  be -fore,  the   shm-ilis  shore,  We 
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2  We'll  gird  our  loins,  my  brethren  dear, 
Our  distant  home  discerning  ; 

Our  absent  Lord  has  left  us  word, 
Let  every  lamp  he  burning. — 
For  oh  !  ice. 

3  Should  coming  days  be  cold  and  dark, 
We  need  Dot  cease  our  singing  ; 

Th.-a  perfect  rest  nought  can  molest, 
Where  golden  harps  are  ringing. 
For  oh  !  ic, 

4  T,et  screw's  rudest  tempest  blow, 
Kacll  chord  on  earth  to  sever. 

Our  King  says,  come,  and  there's  our  horns, 
For  ever,  oh  !  for  ever  ! 
For  oh 


130 


&c. 

L.  M. 


1  Life  is  t lie  time  to  serve  the  Lord. 
The  time  to  insure  the  great  reward 


And  while  the  lamp  holds  out  to  burn. 
The  vilest  sinner  may  return. 

2  The  living  know  that  they  must  die  ; 
But  all  the  dead  forgotten  lie  ; 

Their  memory  and  their  sense  are  gone. 
Alike  unknowing  and  unknown. 

3  Their  hatred,  and  their  love,  is  lost, 
Their  envy  buried  in  the  dust ; 
They  have  no  share  in  all  that's  done 
Beneath  the  circuit  of  the  sun. 

4  Then  what  my  thoughts  design  to  do. 
My  hands,  with  all  your  might  pursue, 
Since  no  device,  nor  work,  is  round, 
Nor  faith,  nor  hope,  beneath  the  grouDd. 

5  There  are  no  acts  of  pardon  pa*se<l 
In  the  cold  grave  to  which  we  haste  ; 
But  darkness,  death,  and  long  despair 
Reign  in  eternal  silence  theiu 
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LOVE  AT  HOME. 


"Words  and  Music  by  J.  Ft.  McXAUGHTOtf,  by  permission. 
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There  is  hetu  -  ty   all 


around, When  there's  love  at  home  ;  There  is  joy     in  every  sound, When  there's  love  at 
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In  the  cottfige  there  is  joy, 

When  there's  love  ;tt  home; 
Hate  and  envy  ne'er  annoy, 

When  there  s  love  at  home. 

Roses  blossom  'neath  our  feet, 

All  the  earth's  a  garden  sweet, 

Making  life  a  bliss  complete, 

When  there's  love  at  home. 


Kindly  heaven  smiles  above, 
When  there's  love  at  home; 

All  the  earth  is  filled  with  Jove, 
When  there's  love  at  home. 

Sweeter  sings  the  brooklet  by, 

Brighter  beams  the  azure  sky  ; 

Oh,  there's  One  who  smiles  on  high 
When  there's  love  at  home. 


Jesus  make  me  wholly  Thine, 
Then  there's  love  at  home; 
May  Thy  sacrifice  be  mine, 

Then  there's  love  at  home. 
Safely  from  all  harm  I'll  res*: 
With  no  sinful  care  distressed. 
Thro'  Thy  tender  mercy  blessed, 
With  Thy  Jove  at  home. 


Dr.  h.  Mason      By  permission. 
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1.  Snfi:  -  1\-  tliro'    an    nth  -  cr  week,    Hod  1ms  brought  us  on  onr  way;    Let    us   now      a    Messing 

2.  While  we  seek  supplies   of  grace,  Thro' the  dear  Redeemers  name,  Show  thy  re  -  con-cil-ing 
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seek,     Wait-ing     in     His  courts  to  -   day;      Day     of     all       the  week  the  best,       F.m-blem 
faec —  Take     a  -  way  our    sin     and  6hame ;  From  our  world  -  ly    cares  set    free —  May    we 
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3  Here  we  come  Thy  name  to  praise; 

Let  us  feel  Thy  presence  near ; 
May  Thy  glories  meet  onr  eyes, 

While  we  in  Thy  house  appear; 
Here  aM'ord  us,  Lord,  a  taste 
Of  ot:r  everlasting  rest. 


4  May  the  Gospel's  joyful  sound 
Wake  onr  minds  to  raptures 
Let  Thy  victories  abound — 

Unrepenling  souls  subdue  ; 
Thus  let  all  our  Sabbaths  provi 
Till  we  rest  in  Thee  above. 
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METROPOLIS.    CM. 


Modern  Harp 


1.  Je  -  ru  -  sa  •  lem!  my  elorions home, Name ev  -  er  dear  to  dip!     "When  shall  my  labors 
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have     an  end,  In  joy,  and  peace,  and  Thee!  2.  When  shall  these  eyes  Thyheav'n  built  walls  And 
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pearl -y  gates  be  -  hold?  Thy  bulwarks  with  sal  -  ration  strong,  And  streets  of  shining  gold. 
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3  There  happier  bo  -era  than  Eden's  bloom, 

Nor  sin  nor  sorrow  know  : 
Blessed  seats!  through  rude  and  stormy  scenes 
I  onward  press  to  you. 

4  Why  should  I  shrink  at  pain  and  woe? 

Or  fee],  at  death,  dismay  ? 
I've  Canaan's  goodly  land  in  view, 
And  realms  of  endless  day. 
6  Apostles,  martyrs,  prophets,  there, 
Around  1113-  Saviour  stand; 
Ami  soon  my  friends  in  Christ  below 
Will  join  the  glorious  band. 
6  Jerusalem  !  my  glorious  home ! 
My  soul  si i II  pants  for  Thee  ; 
Then  shall  my  labors  have  an  end, 
When  I  Thy  joys  shall  see. 


13-1 


C.  M. 


Ye  weary,  heavy-laden  souls, 

^  \V  lio  are  oppressed  sore, 
Ye  travelers  through  the  wilderness, 

To  Canaan's  peaceful  shore  ; 
Through  chilling  Minds,  and  beating  rain, 

And  waiers  deep  and  cold, 
And  enemies  surrounding  you, 

Take  courage  and  be  bold  ! 
For  Canaan's  land  is  just  before, 

Sweet  spring  is  coining  on, 
A  few  more  beaiing  winds  and  rains. 

And  winter  will  be  j;<me. 


Methinks  I  now  begin  to  see 
The  borders  of  that  land  ; 

The  trees  of  life,  with  heavenly  fruit, 
In  beauteous  order  stand. 

O  what  a  glorious  sight  appears 

To  my  believing  eyes  ; 
Methinks  I  see  Jerusalem, 

A  city  in  the  skies  : 
Bright  angels  whispering  me  away — 

"  0  come,  my  brother,  come!" 
And  I  am  willing  to  be  gone 

To  my  eternal"  home 
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133 


CM. 


1  There  is  a  glorious  world  of  light 

Above  the  starry  sky: 
Where  saints  departed,  clothed  in  white, 
Adore  the  Lord  most  high. 

2  And  hark!  amid  the  sacred  songs 

Those  heavenly  voices  raise, 
Ten  thousand  thousand  infant  tongues 
Unite,  in    perfect  praise. 

3  This  is  the  joy  we  ought  to  seek, 

And  make  our  chief  concern  ; 
For  tins  we  come,  from  week  to  week, 
To  read,  and  hear,  and  learn. 

4  Great  God!  impress  the  serious  thought 

This  day  on  every  breast  . 
That  both  the  teachers  and  the  taught 
May  enter  into  rest 
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SAVIOUR,  LIKE  A  SHEPHERD  LEAD  US. 


e»__jN- 


s,  7s  &  4. 

WM.  B    BRADBURY 

— N P*.-, 


/  Saviour,      like  :i    shepherd    lead      us, 
1  \  Ir.      tliy     pleasant  pastures    feed      us. 

m  ,0 «_«U m — «_ rcz :~'_«! 
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Much  we  need  thy  tend'rest  care ;  \ 

For    our  use  tliy  folds  prepare.    J  Blessed  Je    sus,     Blessed 

-»-    -m-    ■*■    -&•      -+■    -19- 
m — « — *_* — «__«_:=_•_, —     V— s- — :m- — «_ 

—— =t — =trr=t3zcr3=~ tSs.  ur  •  H  rla^fe  -  ~ — —  — ~Z  .  ,+- 
■g— t,ct— rr--g— »— f-FFr — ;H-?--bi=E:r^^r — 


lesus  Thou  hast  bouirht  us,  thine  we  are.     B'es^e-l  Je  -  sus.  Blessel   J«-  sus.  Thou  hast  bought  us,  thine  we  are. 


ISO 

2  We  are  thine,  do  thou  befriend  US. 
Be  the  fiuardian  of  our  way  ; 
Keep  tliy  flock,  from  sin  defeud  us, 
Seek  us  when  we  go  astray. 

Blessed  .Jesus. 
Hear,  O  hear  us,  when  we  pray. 


8s,  7S  &  4. 


3  Thou  hast  promised  to  receive  us, 
Poor  and  sinful  thoiirh  we  be  ; 
Thou  hast  mercy  to  relieve  us. 

Grace  to  cleanse,  and  power  to  free, 

Bl^s.-ed  Jesus, 
We  will  early  turn  to  thee. 


LONELY  TRAVELER. 


4  Early  let  us  seek  thy  favor, 
Karly  let  us  do  thy  will  ; 
Blessed  Lord  and  only  Saviour, 
Wilh  thy  love  our  bosoms  fill. 

Blessed  Jesus. 
Thou  hast  loved  us,  love  us  still. 


From  "  Golden  Chain.*' 


I  I'm    a   lone-  ly    traveler  here,    Weary,     oppres 

sS"_  azr::=:s~~'^a»— F»  ^=^— — ^-P— • — F~ 

| H ..a^-t, jjrT^^i . "-t:- 


I  I'm    a  lone-ly    traveler  here,    Weary,     oppressed.        But  my  journey's  end   is  near— Soon     shall    I      rest! 

n.  s.    Ask  hi?  not  with  you   to  stay.    You  -  der's    my  home. 


>  I       I        i      *    I -I 


LONELY  TRAVELER.    Concluded. 
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Dark  and  dreary 


the  way,  Toil  -  ing  I've   come  ; 


4  I'm  a  traveler,  and  I  go  Where  all  is  fair  ; 
Farewell,  all  I've  loved  below — I  must  be  there. 
Worldly  honors,  hopes,  and  gain,  All  I  resign  ; 
Welcome  sorrow',  grief,  and  pain,  If  heaven  be  mine. 


2  I'm  a  weary  traveler  here,  I  must  go  on, 
For  my  journey's  end  is  near,  I  must  be  gone. 
Brighter  joys  than  earth  can  give,  Win  me  away  ; 
Pleasures  that  for  ever  live — I  can  not  stay. 

3  I'm  a  traveler  to  a  land  Where  all  is  fair. 
Where  is  seen  no  broken  band — All.  all  are  there. 
Where  no  tear  shall  ever  fall.  Nor  hearts  be  sad  ; 
Where  the  glory  is  for  all,  and  All  are  glad. 

5  I'm  a  traveler — call  me  not— Upward  my  way  ; 
Yonder  is  my  rest  and  lot  ;  I  can  not  stay. 
Farewell,  earthly  pleasures  all.  Pilgrim  I'll  roam  ; 
Hail  me  not — in  vain  you  call,  Yonder's  my  home. 


THE  GOLDEN  SHORE. 

CHORUS.   Cres. 


Wil.  B.  BRADBURY. 


=U=t—M-^--=T= 
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./We  are  out  on  the  ocean  sailing. Homeward  bound  we  sweetly  glide;\ 
Bous.\We  are  out  ou  the    ocean  sailing.     To  a  home  beyond  the  tide.  /All  the  storms  will  soon  be  over, Then  we'll 


[anchor 
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the  harbor  ;/We  are  out  on  the  ocean  sailing,     To      a  home  beyond  the  tide  ; 


v We  are  out  on  the  ocean  sailing,     (Omit )      To  a  home  beyond  the  tide  \) 


■m.j».-m  f 
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Millions  now  are  iafely  landed, 
Over  on  the  golden  shore  ; 

Millions  more  are  on  their  journey, 
Yet  there's  room  for  millions  more 


Spread  your  sails,  while  heavenly  breezes 

Gently  waft  our  vessel  on  ; 
All  on  board  are  sweetly  singing — 

Free  salvation  is  the  song.— Cho. 


When  we  all  are  safely  anchored, 
We  will  shout — our  trials  o'er ; 

We  will  walk  about  the  city, 
.And  we'll  sing  for  evermore.—  CKo. 


HENRY.    C  M. 


S.  B.  Pchb. 


~0~ -* 


of     sa  -    cred    joy       To      God,  the    sove     -      reign  King ;   Lot 


ery   land         their  tongues   em-  ploy,      And  hymns         of     tri 


limp1?  sing. 


13@  C.  M. 

2  Jesus,  our  God,  ascends  on  high  ; 

His  heavenly  guards  around 
Attend  llini  rising  through  the  sty, 
With  trumpets' joyful  sound. 

3  "While  angels  shout  and  praise  their  King, 

Let  mortals  learn  their  strains; 
Let  all  the  earth  his  honor  sing  ; — 
O'er  all  the  earth  he  reigns. 

4  Rehe:rr*e  his  praise,  with  awe  profound; 

Let  knowledge  lead  the  song; 
Nor  muck  llir.i  with  a  solemn  sound 
Upon  a  thoughtless  tongue. 


5  In  Israel  stood  His  ancient  throne : — 
He  loved  that  chosen  race ; 
But  now  He  calls  the  world  His  own; 
The  heathen  tastes  his  grace. 

139  C.  M. 

1  Now  let  our  cheerful  eyes  survey 

Our  great  High  Priest  ahove, 
And  celebrate  His  constant  care, 
And  sympathetic  love. 

2  Though  raised  to  a  superior  throne, 

"Where  angels  how  around, 
And  high  o'er  all  the  shining  train, 
With  matchless  honors  crowned  :— 


3  The  nnraes  of  all  His  saints  He  bears, 

Deep  graven  on  His  heart; 
Nor  shall  a  name  once  treasured  there, 
E'er  from  His  care  depart. 

4  Those  characters  shall  fair  abide, 

Our  everlasting  trust, 
When  gems,  and  monuments,  and  crowns, 
Are  mouldered  down  to  dust. 

6  So,  gracious  Saviour,  on  my  breast, 
May  Thy  dear  name  be  worn, 
A  sacred  ornament  and  guard, 
To  endless  aa;es  borne. 


14  O 


CM. 


J  Triumph i.NT,  Christ  ascends  on  high, 
The  glorious  work  complete  ; 
Sin,  death,  and  hell,  low  vanquished  lie, 
Beneath  His  awful  feet. 

2  There,  with  eternal  glory  crowned, 

The  Lord,  the  Conqueror  reigns  ; 
His  praise  the  heavenly  choirs  resound, 
In  their  immortal  strains 

3  Arr.id  the  splendors  of  His  throne, 

Unchanging  love  appears; 
The  names  He  purchased  Tor  His  own 
•Still  on  His  heart  He  bears. 

4  0,  the  rich  depths  of  love  divine! 

Of  bliss,  a  boundless  store  : 
Dear  Saviour,  let  me  call  Thee  mine  ; 
I  can  not  wish  for  more. 


95 

C   Dn  Thee  alone,  my  hope  relies ; 
Beneath  Thy  cross  I  fall, 
My  Lord,  mv  Life,  my  Sacrifice, 
My  Saviour,  and  my  All. 

141  C.  M. 

1  The  head  that  once  was  crowned  with  thorn* 

Is  crowned  with  glory  now  ; 
A  royal  diadem  adorns 
The  mighty  Victor's  brow. 

2  The  highest  place  that  heaven  affords, 

Is  His  by  sovereign  right ; 
The  King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords, 
He  reigns  in  gloiy  bright ; — 

3  The  joy  of  all  who  dwell  above, 

The  joy  of  all  below, 
To  whom  He  manifests  His  love, 
And  grants  His  name  to  know. 

4  To  them,  the  cross,  with  all  its  shame, 

With  all  its  grace  is  given ; 
Their  name,  an  everlasting  name, 
Their  joy — the  joy  of  heaven. 

5  They  suffer  with  their  Lord  below, 

They  reign  with  Him  above ; 
Their  profit  and  their  joy  to  know 
The  mystery  of  His  love. 

G  To  them  the  cross  is  life  and  health, 
Though  shame  and  death  to  Him, 
His  people's  hope,  His  people's  wealth, 
Their  everlasting  theme. 


96  JUST    NOW.  From  "  Praises  of  Jesus." 

Thy.  rtme.  a,  it  now  stands,  was  first  nms.  I  *!**.  '"  Scotland,  where  hundreds  were  asking £Wtat| shall  we  4,  to  be  sav  ed '"  Then 
who  have  never  heard  it  under  such  circumstances,  cannot  Judge  of  its  persuasive  power  to  lead  trembling  sinners  to  the  cro         i  >u 
of  which  we  have  given  the  first  lines,  can  easily  he  filled  out.    Thousands  will  rememhw  this  hj nv »« He, .era* r,  as 
by  God  to  lead  them  to  Jesus.    T*  *—»*'♦»«  «i««  iTnT>«w>Bi1  imnn  the  careless  the  solemn  declaration  01  lioa  i         u 
accepted  time,  behold,  now  is 


cross.    The  verses, 
having  been  used 
'    the 


„.,, -  .  ,11C  urst lines,  can  easily  he  filled  out.    Thousands  win  rememuer  mis  n.wmi  1....1.  «.«.u..j,  «..  .m..,.^  ^.. 

by  God  to"ead  them  to  Jesus It  has 'often,  also,  impressed  upon  the  careless  the  solemn  declaration  of  God's  word,     Behold,  now  u 
"  i  the  day  of  salvation."— 1  Cor.  vi.  2. 
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Cometo  Jo-sus,CoinotoJe-Bus,Comoto  Je-  sus  just  now;  Just  now  come  to   Je-sns,  Come  to  Jc-eus  just  now 


EES3E 


1 — H: 


1<43    1.  Come  to  Jesus,  just  now,  <fec. 

"  Come  nnto  me,  all  ye  that  labor  aud  aro  heavy  laden,  and 
I  will  give  you  rest."— Matt.  11 :  28. 

2.  He  will  save  you,  just  now,  &e. 

"  Believe  on  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and  thou  shalt  be  saved." 
,4c<«16:31. 

3.  0  believe  him,  just  now,  <£c. 

« God  so  loved  the  world  that  he  gavo  his  only  begotten 
Son,  that  whosoever  believeth  in  him  should  not  perish,  but 
havo  everlastinst  life." — John  3:  1G. 

4.  He  is  able. 

"He  is  able  to  save  them  to  the  uttermost  that  come  nnto 
God  bv  him,  seeing  ho  ever  liveta  to  make  intercession  for 
us."— tiet>.  7 :  25. 

5.  lis  is  willing. 

"The  Lord  is  long  suffering  to  uswarn',  not  willing  that  any 
•honld  perish,  but  that  all  should  eonie  to  repentance.  — 
2M3:9. 

6.  He'll  receive  you. 

"  Him  that  cometh  to  me,  I  will  in  no  wiso  cast  out"— 
John  C :  37. 

7.  Then  flee  to  Jesus. 

"  Flee  from  the  wrath  to  come."— Matt  8 :  T. 

8.  Call  unto  him. 

"Whosoever  slnll  call  on  the  name  of  the  Lord  ehall  be 
taved."— AcUiZ-.n. 


our  1 


6.  "  Mercy  on  me." 
"  Jesus  thoa  son  of  David,  havo  mercy  on  me."— Mark 
10-47 

10.  lie  will  hear  you. 

"And  Jesus  said  nnto  him,  go  thy  way,  thy  faith  hath  made 
thco  whole." — Mark  10 :  62. 

11.  He'll  forgive  you. 

"If  we  confess  our  sins,  ho  is  faithful  end  jus*  to  forgive  ns 
ir  alns." — 1  John  1 :  9. 

12.  He  will  cleanse  you. 

"The  blood  of  Jesus  Christ  his'fcson,  cleanseth  us  from  all 
sin."— 1  John  1 :  7. 

13.  He'll  renew  you. 

"Therefore,  if  any  man  be  In  Christ,  ho  is  a  new  creature."— 
2  Cor.  5: 17. 

14.  He  will  clothe  you. 

"IIo  that  overcometh,  the  same  shall  bo  clothed  in  white 
raiment."— Rev.  8 :  5. 

15.  Jesus  loves  you. 

"Greater  love  hath  no  msn'thnn  this,  that  a  man  should  lay 
down  his  life  for  his  friends."— John  15:  13. 

16.  Don't  reject  Him. 

"lie  is  despised  and  rejected  of  men."— Isa.  63:  & 

17.  Only  trust  Him. 

"Ho  that  hath  the  Son  bath  life."— John  5:  IX 


THE  HAPPY  BAND. 


Wordi  by  Mrs.  LYDIA  BAXTER. 
).-„ -=— r-K * N >-r-^ Is — 
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Music  by  Wir.  B.  BRADBURY. 


(Oh,  will  yon  join  our  happy  band,  All,  all    is   love.  \ 
We're  marching  to  fair  Canaan's  land,  All,  all  is    love.  /  With  cheerful  hearts  we  love  to    sing  Th 


glories  of  our  heavenly  King,  And  to    his  fold  the  way  wai'd  bring,  Where  all,      all     is    love. 
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2  His  gracious  hand  our  steps  shall  guide, 

All,  all  is  love. 
There's  safety  near  his  bleeding  side, 

All,  all  is  love. 
Come  wash  in  this  atoning  flood, 
This  fountain  filled  with  Jesus'  blood 
'Twill  fit  you  for  that  blest  abode 

Where  all,  all  is  love. 

8  By  faith  we  see  those  hills  so  bright, 
All,  all  is  love. 
And  countless  millions  rob'd  in  white, 
AIL  all  is  love. 


And  when  we  meet  to  part  no  more 
With  those  we  love,  who've  gone  before, 
We'll  shout  upon  that  shining  shore, 
Here,  all,  all  is  love. 

4  Oh,  happy  day!  oh,  glorious  rest! 

All,  all  is  love. 
We  shall  be  safe  among  the  blest, 

All,  all  is  love. 
What  notes  of  rapture  strike  the  ear! 
Is  it  the  music  of  that  sphere? 
Oh,  hallelujah  !  heaven  is  near! 

And  all,  all  is  love. 


198 


HAIL  TO  THE  BRIGHTNESS.    Us  &  10s. 


Dr.  L.  Masow. 


1 

1.  Hail     to    the  brightness  of     Zion's  glad  morning!  Joy  to  the  landsthat  in  darkness  havelain; 
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Hushed  be    the    accents     of    sorrow  and  mourning,  Zi  -  on  in     triumph  begins  her  mild  reign. 
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llS  &  103. 


Hail  to  the  brightness  of  Zion's  glad  morning, 
Long  by  the  prophets  of  Israel  foretold; 

Hail  to  the  millions  from  bondage  returning, 
Gentiles  and  Jews  the  blest  vision  behold. 

3. 
Lo!  in  the  desert  rich  flowers  are  springing, 
Streams  ever  copious  are  gliding  along. 


Loud  from  the  mountain -tops,  echoes  are  ringing, 
Wastes  rise  in  verdure1  and  mingle  in  song. 

4. 
See,  from  all  lands — from  the  isles  of  the  ocean, 

Praise  to  Jehovah  ascending  on  hitrh  ; 
Fallen  are  the  engines  of  war  and  commotion, 

Shouts  of  salvation  are  rending  the  sky. 


('Mid  scenes  of  con-fa  -  sion  and  creature  complaints,  \ 

How  sweet  to   my   soul    ;«  com  -mu-  uion  with   ...  saints; /To     find    at     the  banquet  of 


Pre -pare  me,  dear  Saviour,  for 

BE 


.-^  PISE.  '       N  J        t  "      i  I         "-*»  ~">       D.  C.  al  Segno. 


mcr- cy  there's  room,  And  feel  in   the  presence  of  Je  -    sus  at  home.  Home,  home,  6weet,6weet 
g!o  -  rv,    niy  home.  [home  , 
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lis. 


2  Sweet  bonds  that  unite  all  the  children  of  peace  ! 
.Ami  thrice  precious  Jesus,  whose  lo»e  can  not  cease  ! 
Though  oft  from  Thy  presence  in  sadness  I  roam, 

I  long  co  behold  Thee  in  glory,  at  home 

3  I  sigh  from  this  body  of  sin  to  be  free, 

Which  hinders  my  joy  and  communion  with  Thee  , 
Though  now  my  temptation  like  billows  may  foam, 
All.  all  will  be  peace,  when  I'm  with  Tliee  at  home. 

4  While  here  in  the  valley  of  conflict  I  stay, 

0  give  me  submission,  and  strength  as  my  day  ; 


In  all  my  afflictions  to  Thee  would  I  come, 
Rejoicing  in  hope  of  my  glorious  home. 

5  Wliate'er  Thou  deniest.  O  give  me  Thy  grace, 
The  Spirit's  sure  witness,  and  smi'ps  of  Thy  face  j 
Endue  me  with  patienoe  to  wait  at  Thy  throne. 
Anil  find;  even  now,  a  sweet  foretaste  of  home. 

6  I  long,  dearest  Lord,  in  Thy  beauties  to  shine; 
No  more  as  an  exile  in  sorrow  to  pine  : 

And  ill  Thy  dear  image  arise  from  the  tomb, 
With  glorified  millions  to  praise  Thee  at  hoina. 


100  HOSANNAH.    (ANTHEM.) 

Two  Divisions  of  the  School  rjay  sing  alternately. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY, 
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Hosannah,IIosannah,Hosannah.  to  the  Son  of  David!  Blessed  is  he  that  cometh  in  the  name  of  the 
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Kepeat  by  Id  Division 
1st.  2d. 
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Lord,    Lord,    Hosannah  in  the  highest,  in  the  high- est,  Hosannah  in  the  highest,  in  the  hio-hest. 
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And  when  he  was  come  unto   \ 
Jerusalem,  all  the /  city  was  moved,  saying,  "  Who  is  this?"  And  the  multitude  said, 
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D.  C.  Chorus.  Repeat  pp 
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"This  is      Je    -    sus,  This  is     Je    -    sus,    the     pro-phetof  Nazareth  and  Ga  -   li  -  lee." 


FOE 
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THE  STAR-SPANGLED  BANNER. 
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Newly  arranged  ami  brought  within  an  easy  compass  for  Chorus  Singing,  by 
SOI.O.  or  SEMI-CHORUS.  WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 

„ N— Vr-I r  —i 1* — I*  r-\ c t--I r*— I-, — | -k— j.r-1  — -i — 1 7n 

*-_v  -*-  r   r  ~  *   r   i    i     u»  t«»  ^    i"       '     i    r  ■*• 

()....   say,  can  you  see     by  the  dawn's  early  light,  What  so  proudly  we  hailed  at     the  twilight's  last  gleaming.    \ 

,'hose  broad  .tripes  and  bright  stars,  thro' the  perilous  fight.  O'er  ihe  ramparts  we  watched,  were  so  gallantly  streaming,/ 

On  the  shore  dim-ly  seen  thro' the  mists  of  the  deep.  Where  the  foe's  haughty  host  in  dread  silence  re  -  po*  -  es,       \ 

What  is  that  which  the  breeze,  o'er  the  tower-ing  steep,  As   i*     fit  -  ful  -  ly  blows,  half  conceals,  half  dis-clus  -es  ;      / 

-m-m-,  m — i — u- *=._»_ «-> r&. — s .  m~,  m  i-m—m-,  f? — S—m-j  * — m — 


i3-^-*  »-;»-£* — i 1— H    "    to-to-l        f     | — Fi        y-y-F—  Fi — =g— "- 

tyc*    r     i 


And  the  rock-et's  red  glare,   bombs    bursting     in      air,   Gave  proof  thro' the  night  that  our  Flag  was  still  there  : 
Now  it  catch-eg     the  gleam    of  the  morning's  first  beam.  In  tull  glo  -  ry     re  -  llect  -  ed    now  shines  in    the  stream  : 


^zzjgzzz»:±£zzz:  C rSz==tjgJTd- 


'm-m^m—m 


FU1.LCIIOKUS. 


<t....    say  does  that    star-spangled  ban-tier    yet 
'Tis  the  s;ar-spaugled    bau-ner,  O     long  may  it 


wave  O'er  the  land   of    the     free   and  the  home  of  the  brave, 
wave  O'er  the  land    of     the     free   and  the  home  of  the  brave. 

1         '     #       •*=-     *.  + 
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And  where  is  that  band,  who  so  vauntingly  swore, 
That  the  havoc  of  war  and  the  battle's  confusion, 

A  home  and  a  country,  should  leave  us  no  more — 
The  r  blood  has  washed  out  their  foul  footstep's  pollution. 

No  refuge  can  save  the  hireling  and  slave, 

From  the  tenor  of  tl.jfb t,  or  the  gloom  of  the  grave  ;    Clio. 


0  thus  be  it  ever,  when  freemen  shall  stand 
Between  their  loved  home  and  the  war's  desolation  ; 

Blest  with  victory  and  peace,  may  the  heav'u-resoued  land 
Praise  the  power  that  hath  made  and  preserved  us  a  nation. 

Then  conquer  we  must,  when  our  cause  it  ig  just, 

And  this  be  our  motto — "  In  tioD  is  our  trust !"         Cho. 
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NETTLETON.    8s  &  vs. 


i^ii^^^^i^lg^^l^l 


,  /"Merer. O  Thou  Son  of  David  !'"  Thus  tha  blind  Birtimens  prayed  !\ 
V'Otliei'a  by  thy  word  are  saved,  Now    to  me   af-ford  thine  aid."    / 

d.  c.  Till  the  gracious  Saviour  bid  him  Come,  and  ask  Me  what  you  will. 


[louder  still  ; 
2  Many  for  his  crying  chid    him,  But  he  called  tha 


£r2 


_»::>■: 
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8s  &  7s. 

3  Money  wa<  not  whit  he  wanted. 
Though  by  begirit'g  used  to  live  ; 
But  he  asked,  and  Jesu-i  granted 
Alms  which  none  but  lie  could  give. 

"Lord,  remove  this  grievous  blindness, 
Let  my  ryes  behold  the  day!" 

Straight  he  saw.  and,  won  by  kindness, 
Followed  Jesus  in  the  way. 

5  Oh  !  methinks  I  hear  him  praising, 
Publishing  to  all  around  : 
'•Friends,  is  not  my  case  aimzing? 
What  a  Saviour  1  have  found. 

"  "»»h  !  that  all  the  blind  but  knew  Him, 
And  would  be  advised  by  me! 
Surely  they  would   hasten   to  him, 
lie   would  cause   them  all  to  see." 


8s  &  7s. 

1  Come,  thou  Fount  of  every  blessing, 
Tune  my  heart  to  sing  thy  grace  ; 


Streams  of  mercy  never  ceasing. 
Call  for  songs  of  loudest  praise, 

2  Teach  me  some  melodious  sonnet. 

Sung  by  flaming  tongues  above: 
Pr:iise,  the  mount — I'm   fixed   upon   it- 
Mount  of  God's  unchanging  love. 

3  Here  T  raise  my  Kbenezer  ; 

Hither  by  Thine  help  I'm  come; 
And   1   hope,   by  Thy  good   pleasure, 
Safely  to  arrive  at  home. 

4  Jesus  sought  me  when  a  stranger, 

AVandering  from  the  fold  of  God  ; 
He.  to  save  in.v  soul  from  danger, 
Interposed  His  precious  blood. 

5  Oh  !  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor 

Daily  I'm  constrained   to  be  ! 
Let  that  grace  now.  like  a  fetter. 
Bind  my  wandering  heart  to  Thee. 

6  Prone  to  wander.  I.nrd.  I  feel  it- 

Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  lovt — 
Here's  my  heart — •)  take  and  seal  it; 
Seal  it  from  Thy  courts  above. 


UTICA.    7s  4  6s. 
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FINE  I      Spiritual  Songs. 

1.  Drooping  souls, no  long-  er  mourn.  Je  -ens  still     is     pre-cious ;  If      to  Him  you 

d.  c.     Drooping  souls, yon  need  not  die  ;  Go     to     Him  and  hear  Him. 


:F—  M= 


:F 


now     return,  Ilcav'n  will  be  pro  -  pi-tious.  Je  -sus  now  is  passing  by,  Calling  wand'rers  near  Ilirr 
M-     A-     £2.     £.      .*.  &.  JL  4L. 
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7s  &  6s. 


2  no  lias  pardons,  full  and  free, 

Drooping  souls  to  gladden  ; 
Still  He  cries — "Come  unto  me, 

Weary,  heavy  laden." 
Though  your  sins  lik<.  mountains  high, 

Rise,  and  reach  to  heaven, 
Soon  as  you  on  Ilini  rely, 

All  shall  be  forgiven. 


3  Precious  is  the  Saviour's  name, 

Dear  to  all  that  love  llini ; 
He  to  save  the  dying  carne  ; 

Go  to  Him  and  prove  llim. 
Wand  ring  sinners,  now  return  ; 

Contrite  souls,  believe  Him  ! 
Jesus  cails  you,  cease  to  m<>nrn; 

Worship  Him  ;  receive  Him. 
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Words  by  Miss  Fanny  Crosby 


THE  FLAG  OF  THE  FREE. 


1.  IjO,   the  war-cloud   is  past  and   the   stru 
.a    .«. .  «3-  j».    .m. .  js> 


is  o'er,   Hark  the  song  of     a    peo  -  pie     u  -  ni  -  ted  ono<*  more  ; 


e  -  hold   on    the   sea,   'Waving    proudly     as 
jul    .m.     .«.     a>.    .«.     .«.    m. 


Like   a    watch-fire   ascend  -  ing,   be  -  hold   on  the   sea,   'Waving    proudly     as    ev  -  er  "  The  Flag  of  the  Free." 

.0.  JUL      .m.        .«.      J0L      .«.        -«.      JtL      .«.                      ■ 
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CHORUS. 


L>— |a; 


The  Flag  of    our  Un  -  ion,    The  Fla, 


f*   -<•»-      -/»-  .  -m- 


of    our  Un  -  ion,   The  Flag  of     our  Un  -  ion,   The  Flag  of    the   Free. 


-/»-  .  -m-  •«■    -«-         n 
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2  Oh,  Columbia,  Columbia,  how  tranquil  and  bright. 
Was  the  morning  that  dawned  on  thy  perilous  night 
When  the  anirel  of  peace  spread  her  wings  o'er  the  sea, 
And  she  blessed  the  old  standard,  '"The  Flag  of  the  Free." 

3  Now  the  day-star  of  hope  in  its  glory  appears, 
Then  awake  £r  jm  thy  sorrow  and  banish  thy  fears  • 


For  thy  heroes  hare  planted  o'er  land  and  o  er  sea, 
Waving  proudly  as  ever  "  The  Flag  of  the  Free." 

[  T,et  it  wave,  let  it  wave  to  the  breeses  unfurled. 
'Tis  the  pride  of  the  vet'ran.  the  boast  of  the  world  ; 
Then  hurrah  for  the  brave,  and  our  motto  shall  be, 
God  protect  the  old  standard,  "  The  Flag  of  the  Froe." 


I'M  A  PILGRIM. 
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1    I'm  a      pilgrim,  and  I'm  a     stranger: 

g .__^ i is 


I  can     tar  -  ry,     I 


tar 
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ry    but     a  night ; 
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2  There  the  sunbeams  are  ever  shining, 

And  I'm  longing,  and  I'm  longing  for  the  eight; 
Within  a  country,  unknown  and  dreary, 
I  have  been  wand'ring,  forlorn  and  weary. 


0 9 » »-f  I — £-- J I 


Of  that  country  to  which  I'm  going, 
My  Redeemer;  my  Redeemer  is  the  light; 

There  is  no  sorrow,  nor  any  sighing, 
Nor  any  sin  there,  nor  any  dying. 
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ESSEX.    7s. 


i1^—^.-  o^}1* p — V 


ETMi^J 


1  Songs  of  praise  the   an -gels    sang,  Heav'n  with  hal-  le  -  In  -  jahs    rang,  When  Je  -  ho-vah's 

2  Songs  of  praise  a- woke  the    morn,  When  the  Prince  of  Peace  was  born;  Songs  of  praise  a - 
*-     *•  *-'*-#-  m        \  _    JfL 
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work  he  -  gnn, 
rose, when  He 


When    he  spate  and     it 
Cap  -  tive   led    cap  -  ti 


gp 
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was  done,  When  he  spake  and     it      was  done. 
■  vi  -  ty,     Cap  -  tive  led    cap  -  ti    -   vi  -  ty. 
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3  Heaven  and  earth  must  pass  away, — 
Songs  of  praise  shall  crown  that  day ; 
God  will  make  new  heavens  and  earth, — 
Songs  of  praise  shall  hail  their  birth. 

4  And  shall  man  alone  be  dumb, 
Till  that  glorious  kingdom  come? 
No  ;  the  Church  delights  to  raise 
Psalms  and  hymns  and  songs  of  praiaa. 


7s. 


Saints  below,  with  heart  and  voie«» 
Still  in  songs  of  praise  rejoice  ; 
Learning  here,  by  faith  and  love, 
Songs  of  praise  to  sing  above. 
Borne  upon  the  latest  breath. 
Songs  of  praise  shall  uonquar  depth; 
Then,  amidst  eternal  joy, 
Songs  of  praise  their  powers  employ. 


153 


1  Coir*  ye  children,  sweetly  sing, 
On  lli. t  birthday  of  our  King, 
Now  a  joyous  anthem  raise, 

Iu  glad  notes  of  giateful  praise. 

2  Sue.  he  leaves  his  Fa  hur'v  ihron«, 
Lays  aside  his  .-tarry  crown, 
Ami  to  s  ive  the  sons  of  men, 
■•Christ  is  horn  in  Bethlehem." 

3  Hark  !  a  new  song  rents  the  sky, 
"  Glory  be  10  God  on  high, 


7s. 


Peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  men, 
Christ  is  born  in  Bethlehem." 

4  Angels  now  their  chorus  sing, 
While  the  heavenly  arches  ring 
To  the  seraphs'  glad  ■■  Amen," 
"Christ  is  born  in  Bethlehem." 

5  Children,  catch  the  wondrou»  sound, 
Let  it  peal  the  earth  around. 

Till  all  nations,  tribes,  and  men, 
Love  the  "  Babe  of  Bethlehem.'1 
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ROCK  OF  AGES.    7s. 


Dr.  T.  HASTINGS. 


D.  C. 


'  •  .  3 

1  Rockof    A  -  ges  cleft  for  me,    Let   me  hide  myself  in  Thee!/   Let   the  wa -ter  and  the  blood,    \ 

'  From  thy  riven  side  which  flowed.  / 


D.  C.   Be    of  sin    the  dou-ble  cure,  Cleanse  me  from  its  guilt  and  power. 

-f*-*-*-^ .    r»...|g fi^-&  t-^-- >— r*-. 


i    u ..; i 

1£54 

2  Not  the  labors  of  my  hands 
Can  fulfill  Thy  law's  demands: 
Could  my  zeal  no  respite  know, 
Could  my  tears  for  ever  flow, 
All  for  sin  could  not  atone; 
Thou  must  save,  and  Thou  alone! 

3  Nothing  in  my  hand  I  bring  ; 
Simply  to  Thy  cross  \  cling; 
Nuked,  come  to  Thee  for  dregs; 


ITelpless,  look  to  Thee  for  grace ; 
Foul,  I  to  Thy  fountain  fly; 
Wash  me,  Saviour,  or  I  die! 

4  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  my  eyelids  close  in  death, 
When  I  soar  to  worlds  unknown. 
See  Thee  oti  Thy  judgment- throne, 
Hock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  iu  Thee 
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MARCHING  ALONG. 


Words  by  R  P.  CLARK. 


WM.  B    BRADBURY. 
From  "  Golden  Chain,"  by  permission. 


F=^E3£^ 
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1  TLc  children  are  gath'ring  from  near  and  from  far,  The  trumpet  is  sounding  the  call  for  thowar.    The 
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conflict      is  raging, 'twill  be     fearful  and  long,  We'll  gird  on  our  arm  or,  and  be   marching  along. 


-f *-"g   f,  • 
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CHORUS  ff  |  v    ^  .  N_  fc     IS       N_js       Is         I         JS       ft     I  ,> 

Marching     along,      Ave    are  marching  along,  Gird    on  the  armor  and  be  marching   along,   The 
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conflict    is   raging, 'twill  be     fearful  and  long,  Then  gird  on  the  armor   and  be  marching  along. 
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2  The  foe  is  beiOie  us  in  brittle  army, 

But  let  us  not  waver  nor  turn  from  the  way. 
The  l,ord  is  our  strength,  be  this  ever  our  song, 
With  courage  and  faith  we  are  marching  along. 
Clio. — Marching  along,  &c. 

3  We've  listed  for  life,  and  will  camp  on  the  field. 
With  Christ  as  our  Captain  we  never  will  yield ; 
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The  "  sword  of  the  Spirit,"  both  trusty  and  strong, 
We'll  hold  in  our  hands  as  we're  marching  along. 
Clio. — Marching  along,  kc. 
4  Through  conflicts  and  trials  our  crowns  we  must  win, 
For  here  we  contend  'gainst  temptation  and  siti; 
But  one  thing  assures  us,  we  can  not  go  wrong, 
If  trusting  our  Saviour,  while  marching  along.     Clio. 


I'M  A  PILGRIM  GOING  HOME. 


From 


Praises  of  Jesus."  by  permission. 
CHORUS.  , 

J 1 1* — 
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Christians,  I 


on  my  journey!   Ere  I   reach   the  narrow    sea 


would  tell  the  wondrous  sto-ry,  What  the  Lord  has  done  for  me.   /     Gloi 


:) 
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,   glo  -  ry,    hal  -  le- 
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] u-j all,  Tho' a  stranger  here  I  roam,    I     am    on  my  way  to   Zi  -  on,  I'm  a   pilgrim  going  home. 


ISO 

2  I  was  lost,  but  Jesus  found  me, 

Taught  my  heart  to  seek  his  face  ; 
From  a  wild  and  lonely  desert. 
Brought  me  to  His  fold  of  grace. 

Cho. — Glory,  glory,  hallelujah,  &e. 
S  Now  my  soul  with  rapture  glowing, 
Sinus  aloud  His  pard'ning  love  ; 


I 1 ^— z-^= — | y— «^c=p: tr .  ^_xi 


Looks  beyond  a  world  of  sorrow. 

To  the  pilgrims  home  above. 

Cho. — Glory,  glory,  hallelujah,  &v,. 
I  shall  yet  behold  my  Saviour, 

When  the  day  of  life  is  o'er  , 
I  shall  cast  my  crown  before  Him, 

I  shall  praise  Him  evermore      Cho. 


1  We  are  living,    we  are  dwelling,  tn    a  grand  and  aw-  ful  time,     In    an  age  on       a- ges  telling, 

2  Will  ye  play,  then,  will  ye  dally,  With  your  music  and  your  wine?  Up!  it   is    Je  -  hovah's   ral-ly! 

J0L      -*.      4t.  '  ^ 


To     be     iiv-  ing     is    sublime.  Hark!  the  waking  up    of    nations,  Gog  and  Magog  to  the  fray. 
God's  own  arm  hath  need  of  thine.  Hark!  the  onset!  will  ye  fold  your  Faith-clad  arms  in  la-zy  lock? 


&  ... 
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Hark!  what soundeth?  iscre-a  tion  Groaningforitslatterday. 
Up,  0  up,  thou  drowsy  soldier :  Worldsare  charging  to  the  shock. 


HS 
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156  8s  &  7s. 

3  Worlds  are  charging — heaven  beholding 

Thou  hasl  but  an  hour  to  fight  ; 
Now  the  blazoned  cross  unfoluiu.fr, 

On — right  onward,  fur  the  right. 
On  !  let  all  the  soul  within  you 

For  the  truth's  sake  go  abroad  '. 
Strike  !  let  every  nerve  and  sinew 

Tell  on  ages— tell  for  God. ! 


157 


8s  &  7s. 


1  Gloeiotjs  th'ngs  of  thee  are  spoken, 

Zion,  u.ty  or  our  G<,d  ; 
He,  whose  word  can  not  be  broken, 

Formed  thee  for  Hi>  own  abode  ; 
Otrthe  Rock  of  Ages  founded — 

What  can  shake  thy  sure  repose? 
With  salvation's  walls  surrounded, 

Thou  mays't  smile  on  all  thy  ties. 


2  See,  the  streams  of  living  waters, 

Springing  from  eternal  love. 
Well  supply  thy  sons  and  daughters, 

And  all  fear  of  want  remove. 
Who  can  faint  while  such  a  river 

Kver  flows  thy  thirst  t'  assuage ; 
Grate,  which,  like  the  Lord,  the  giver, 

Never  fails  from  age  to  age. 


3  Round  each  habitation  hovering. 

See  the  cloud  and  tire  appear! 
For  a  gloi .  and  a  covering, 

Showing  that  the  Lord  is  near — 
lie  who  gives  them  daily  manna, 

He  who  listens  when  they  cry — 
Let  him  hear  the  loud  hosanna 

Rising  to  His  throne  on  high. 


15S 


8s  &  7s. 


1  Hark  !  what  mean  those  holy  voices 

Sweetly  sounding  through  the  skies? 
*«o!  the  angelic  host  rejoices, 
Heavenly  hallelujahs  rise. 

2  Pence  on  earth,  good  will  from  heaven, 

Reaching  far  as  man  is  found  ; 
Souls  redeemed  and  sins  forgiven, 
Loud  our  golden  harps  shall  sound. 

S  Christ  is  born,  the  great  anointed, 
Heaven  and  earth  his  praises  sing; 
Oh  !  receive  whom  God  appointed, 
For  your  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King. 

4  Hasten,  mortals,  to  adore  him. 

Learn  his  name  and  taste  his  joy; 
Till  in  heaven  ye  sing  hefore  him, 
Glory  be  to  God  most  high ! 

5  Let  us  learn  the  wondrous  story 

Of  our  great  Redeemer's  birth, 
Spread  the  brightness  of  his  glory, 
Till  it  cover  all  the  earth. 


6  Then  we'll  sine;  the  wondrous  story, 
And  we'll  chant  in  hymns  of  joy; 
Glory  in  the  highest.  Glory! 
Glory  be  to  God  most  high ! 


Ill 


ISO 


8s  &  7s. 


1  Onward,  Christian,    though  the  region 

Where  thou  art  be  drear  and  lone; 
God  hath  set  a  guardian  legion 
Very  near  thee, — press  thou  on  ! 

2  Listen,  Christian,  their  Hosanna 

Rolleth  o'er  thee, — "  God  is  love." 
"Write  upon  thy  red-cross  banner, 
"  Upward  ever, — heaven's  above.'* 

3  By  the  thorn  road  and  none  other, 

Is  the  mount  of  vision  won  ; 
Tread  it  without  shrinking,  brother ! 
Jesus  trod  it, — press  thou  on  ! 

4  By  thy  trustful  calm  endeavor, 

Guiding,  cheering,  like  the  sun. 
Earth-bound  hearts  thou  shalt  deliver, 
•  For  their  sake,  O  press  thou  on ' 

5  Be  this  world  the  wiser,  stronger, 

For  thy  life  of  pain  and  peace  ; 
While  it  needs  thee,  0  no  longer. 
Pray  thou  for  thy  quick  release ; 

6  Pray  thou,  Christian,  daily,  rather. 

That  thou  be  a  faithful  son  ; 
By  the  prayer  of  Jesus. — "  Father, 
Not  my  will,  but  Thine  be  d^ne  " 
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BLESSED  ARE  THE  POOR  IN  SPIRIT. 


Words  by  Miss  FAXXY  CROSBY. 


T.  E.  PE-iKliNS.  from  "S.  S.  Banuer."    By  permission. 
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1  Blessed  are  the  poor  in   spirit,  Children  of    the  lowly  one;  They  shall  wear  a  crown  of  glory,  When  tbeir 

2  Humble  christian  meekly  toiling,  As  thy  day  thy  strength  shall  be;  Bearthy  cross  a    little   longer,    Jesus 
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work  on  earth  is  done.     In  their  trials  God  is  with  them,  He  will  make  their  burden  light,  He  will  cheer  them  by  his 
bore  it  once  for  thee.  A  rt  thou  sometimes  faint  and  weary,  Drink  the  fount  that  flow  f»r  all,  Precious  words  of  ho-  ly 
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presence.  Turning  darkness  in  to  light.  Blessed  are  the  poor  in  spirit,  Children  of  the  lowly  one  ;  They  shall 
comfort,  On  thy  ear  like  music  fail  Humble  christian  meekly  toiling,  As  thy  day  thy  strength  shall  be ;  Bear  thy 
-m-  -<st-  .    -o  -m-    -a-       [        S     fe  -m-.  -m-  -m- .  -p-  -m-  -a-    -o-  -m  .      N      N 
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wear      a    crown  of    glo-ry,  W hen  their  work  on  earth  is   done. 
cross     a      lit  -  tie    longer,   Jo    -    sus  bore     it   once  for  thee. 
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Art  thou  tempted,  so  to  Jesus. 

Tell  him  aH  thy  doubts  and  fears, 
He  has  felt  thy  every  sorrow, 

He  will  treasure  all  thy  tears  ; 
Blessed  are  the  poor  in  spirit. 

Rich  in  faith  and  strong  in  love, 
Homing,  trusting  and  heliev-lag. 

Toil  shall  end  in  blis«  idoye. 


W'irdi  by  Fanny  Crosby. 


ERIGHT  HOME  ABOVE. 
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Wm.  B.  Bradbury. 
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We  are  going,  vro  are  goin 
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To  a  home  beyond  the  skies,  "Where  the  fields  are  roberl  in  beauty, 
We  are  going,  wo  are  going,  To  a  home  beyond  the  skies,  Where  thefields  are  robed  in  beauty, 
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And  the  sunlight  never  dies. 
And  thesunlightneverdieu. 
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Where  the  foantofjoy  is  flowingln  the  valley  green  and  fair, 
S 
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2.  "We  are  going,  we  are  going, 

And  the  music  we  have  beard 
Like  the  echo  of  the  ■woodland, 

Or  the  carol  of  a  bird; 
"With  the  rosy  light  of  morning 
Ou  the  calm  and  fragrant  air, 
Still  it  murmurs,  softly  murmurs, 
There  will  be  no  parting  there. 
Wc  arc  going,  <fec. 


i*T         i 

We  shall  dwell  in  love  together,  There  will  be  no  parting  there 
S  S  .  ■+■  +.   m  D.O. 


3.  We  are  going,  we  are  going, 

Where  the  day  of  life  is  o'er — 
To  that  pu:e  and  happy  region 

Where  our  friends  have  gone  beforo ; 
They  are  singing  with  the  angels 
In  that  land  so  bright  and  fair ; 
We  shall  dwell  with  them  forever, 
There  will  be  no  parting  '.here. 
We  are  going,  <fec. 
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Arr.  irora  Mozart. 
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1.  Brightest  and  best   of  the  sons  of  the  morning,  Dawn  on  our  darkness,  and  lend  us  thine  aid; 
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Star   of  the  East!  the  ho-ri  -  zon   a  -  doming,  Guide  where  our  infant  Redeem- er      is    laid. 
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lis  &  10s. 

2  Cold  on  His  cradle  the  dew-drops  are  shining  ; 

Low  lies  His  head  with  the  beasts  of  the  stall; 
Antrels  adore  Him  in  slumber  reclining — 
Maker,  and  Monarch,  and  Saviour  of  all. 

3  Say.  6hall  we  yield  Him,  in  costly  devotion, 

Odors  of  Edom,  and  offerings  divine? 
Gems  of  the  mountain,  and  pearls  of  the  ocean, 
Myrrh  from  the  forest,  or  gold  from  the  mine? 

4  Vainly  we  offer  each  ample  oblation, 

Vainly  with  gold  would  His  favor  secure ; 
Richer  by  far,  is  the  heart's  adoration, — 
Dearer  to  God  are  the  prayers  of  the  poor 


TForJs  h  II.  S.  Washburn. 
l€53AliBgso. 


THANKSGIVING  ANTHEM. 
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1.  Let  ev-'ry  heart  rc-jotee  and  sinft ;  Let  clin-ral    anthems  rise;  Yo  rov'rend  men  and  children  hvins To 

2.  Ho  bills  the  sua    to    rise    and  set;  luheav'n  his  power  is  known*       And  earth  subdued  to  hini,  shall  yei-ISow 

:p:   35:   ^a.    7>?.  « 


Bound  -  in?  loud,  The  Lord   Jo  -  ho  - 
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rah  praise:  While  the  rocks  and  tho  rills,  While  tho  vales  and  tho  hills 


1 — T 
glorious    anthem  raise.       Let     each 
each 


prolong    the  grate-fiil  sons,  And  tho  God  of  our  fathers  praise,  Let 
prolong    tho  grate-1'ul  song..  And  tho  God  of  our  fathers 


praise. 
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Words  by  Kate  Cameroh. 


WE'RE  NEARER  HOME. 
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,  Wil.  B.  BRADBURY.     By  perinisaion. 
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1.  We  know  not  what's  before  us,  What  trials  are  to  come:     But  each  day   passing  o'er  us,  Brings  us  still  nearer  home. 
Is     I*     N     >        f*  ~       ~      0    -*-  -0-  -*--*■  •         -  N        h       h       r»       I*  _       -      -s-   ^    -«-    _      -0  • 
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\".  c  re  nearer,  nearer  home,  Our  blessed,  happy  home,  Where  grief  and  sin  can  never  came,  We're  nearer,  nearer  borne, 
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Nearer  home,  Nearer  home,  Nearer    to    my  happy  home,  Nearer  home,  Nearer  home, Our  blessed,  hap-  py   home. 
JS  0.    .0.  JL  .*.  -*-         -    J*    -*.    -£   J?    2>  tf      -*-     -2-      J 
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2  Though  dark  our  path,  and  lonely, 
And  clouds  our  sky  o'ercast, 
Lft  us  remember  on!}-, 
That  it  will  soon  be  past, 
Nearer  home,  tfec. 


3  Whnte'er  of  gloom  or  anguish 
Life  to  our  hearts  may  bring, 
In  doubt  we  will  not  languish, 
But  cheerfully  we"ll  sing. 
Nearer  home,  Ac. 


CREATION.    L.  M,  6  lines.     FromHAYDN-s «, 
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1  The  Lord     my  pas  -  ture  shall   pre-  pare,    And  feed     me    with      a        shepherd's   care; 
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His     presence    shall    my  wants  sup  -  ply,  And    guard    me      with        a       watch  -  ful     eye: 
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My  noon 


day  walks      he  shall 
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my    mid  -  night  hours  de  -  fend 
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2  Whpn  in  the  sultry  g'ebe  I  f;iint, 
Or  on  the  thirsty  moim'aiu  pa.ii  t, 
To  fertile  vales  an'l  dewy  mends, 
My  weary,  waud'iing  steps  lie  ieads. 
Where  p  aceful  rivers   soft  and  ?low, 
Ainitl  the  verdant  landsc:i|  e  fl  >w. 

3  Though  in  a  hare  and  rugged  way, 
Through  devious,  lonely  ni  ds  I  stray, 
His  bounty  aha.l  uiv  i.aii.s  beguile; 


L.  M. 


The  barren  wilderness  shall  smite, 
With  lively  greens  and  herbage  crowned 
And  streams  sliall  murmur  a  1  around, 
4  Though  in  the  paths  of  death  I  tread. 
With  gloomy  horrors  overspread, 
My  steadfast  heart  shall  fear  no  ill. 
For  Thou.  <)  Lord  !  art  with  me  still  ; 
Thy  friendly  crook  shall  ?;ive  me  aid, 
And  guide  me  through  the  dismal  shade. 


118 

>'iGitf  and  soft- 


DENNIS.    S.SJ. 


.t  i   »■  rv 


Arranged  from  NAGELI. 
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«  -eJ- 
Seek  his  protectiug  care  by  night.His  guardian  hand  by  daj». 


2  Call  while  he  may  be  found, 

Ami  seek  him  while  he's  near  : 
Serve  hiui  with  all  thy  heart  and  mind, 
Ami  worship  him  in  fear. 

3  If  thou  wilt  seek  his  face. 

His  ear  will  hear  thy  cry  ; 
Then  aim  It  thou  Bnd  his  mercy  eure, 
liis  grace  for  ever  nigh. 

CLOSING    HYMN. 
1  Once  more  before  we  part. 

Oh  bless  the  Saviour's  name  : 


Let  every  tongue  and  every  heart. 
Adore  and  praise  the  same. 

2  Lord  in  thy  grace  w>  came. 

That  blessing  still  impart  : 
We  meet  in  Jesus'  sacred  name, 
In  Jesus'  name  we  part. 

3  Thus  nurtured  by  thy  word, 

May  eajh  in  wisdom  grow, 
And  still  goon  to  know  the  Lord, 
And  practice  what  we  know. 


167  S.  M. 

1  The  Lord  my  Shepherd  is  j 
I  shall  be  well  supplied  ; 
Since  lie  is  mine  and  i  am  His 
What  can  I  want  beside? 
I  He  leads  me  to  the  place 

Where  heavenly  pasture  grows," 
Where  living  waters  gVitly  pasi. 
And  full  salvation  flows. 
3  If  e'er  I  go  astray. 

lie  doth  my  soul  reclaim, 
Aid  guides  me.  in  His  own  right  way 
For  His  most  holy  name. 


4  While  He  affords  His  aid, 

I  cannot  yield  to  fear  ; 
Tlio'  1  should  walk  thro'  death's  dark  shade, 
My  Shepherd's  with  me  there. 

5  In  sight  of  all  my  foes, 

Thou  dost  my  table  spread  : 
My  cup  with  blessings  overflows, 
And  joy  exalts  my  head. 

6  The  bounties  of  Thy  love 

Shall  crown  my  future  days; 

Nor  from  Thy  house  will  I  remove, 

Nor  cease  to  speak  Thy  praise. 


lOS*  S.  M. 

1  The  day  is  past  and  June, 

The  evening  shades  appear  ; 
0  may  we  all  remember  well, 
The  night  of  tle.ith  draws  near. 

2  We  lay  our  garments  by, 

L*|i"ii  our  beds  to  rest ; 
So  death  will  s<>ou  disrobe  us  all 
Of  iv hut  is  here  possessed. 

3  Lord,  keep  us  safe  this  night, 

Secure  from  all  our  fears 


Gently. 


Ill* 


May  angels  guard  us  while  we  sleep, 
ym  morning  light  appears. 

4  And  when  we  early  rise. 

And  view  the  unwearied  sun. 
May  we  set  out  to  win  the  prize. 
And  afier  glory  run. 

5  And  when  our  days  are  past. 

And  we  from  time  remove, 
0  may  we  in  thy  bosom  rest. 
The  bosom  of  thy  lovu. 


ZEPHYR. 


L.  M. 


WM.  B.  BKAnnURT. 
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j  1.  Soft  be  the  gently  breathing  notes,  That  sing  the  Saviour's  dying  love;  £  nd  soft  as  tuneful  lyres  above 

Soft  as  the  eveninczepliyr  floats, 

I        I  -&-      -m.-fS.--tt-    &  fl     £=L. 
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2.  Soft,  fts  the  morning  dews  descend, 
1G1>     While  warbling  birds  exulting  soar; 
So  sift  to  our  almighty  Friend 
Be  every  sigh  our  bosoms  pour. 

8.  Pure  as  the  sun's  enlivening  ray, 
That  scatters  life  and  joy  abroad; 
I'ure  as  the  lucid  orb  of  day, 

That  wide  proclaims  its  Maker,  God. 

lT'O  SLZEPIITCr  IN  JESUS. 

1.  Asleep  in  Jesus  !    blessed  sleep, 
From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep; 
A  calm  and  undisturbed  repose, 
"Unbroken  by  the  last  of  foes. 


2.  Asleep  in  Jesus !  oh,  how  sweet, 
To  be  for  such  a  slumber  meet! 
With  holy  confidence  to  sing 
That  death  has  lost  Lis  ciuel  sting. 

2.  Asleep  in  Jesus!  peaceful  rest, 
Whose  waking  is  supremely  blest; 
Ko  fear,  no  woe,  shall  dim  the  liour 
That  manifests  the  Saviour's  power. 

3.  Asleep  in  Jesus  !  oh.  For  me. 
May  such  a  blissful  refuse  be; 
Securely  shall  my  ashes  lie, 
Waiting  a  summons  from  on  high. 
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TV — as  a'  n  distance. 


HOSANNA.    "Blessed  is  he  that  cometh."— Anthem. 

AVM.  B.  BRADBURY, 
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l^X  Hosan-na,    Ho-ganna,    Ho-san-na,  Ho  -  san-na,      Blessed    is   he  that  cometh     in     the   name  of   the   Lord, 
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Ho  -  san-na,   Ho  -  san-na,   Ho  -  san-na,   Ho  -  san-na,      Blessed   is    he    that  cometh     in    the   name  of    the   Lord. 
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Single  voice. 
Blessed     be   the    kingdom     of    our  fa-ther  Da  -  vid,  That  com  -  eth,  that  cometh  in  the   name    of  the  Lord, 
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Blessed    be  the    king-dom     of    our  fa-ther   Da- vid,  That  com- elh,  that  cometh  in  the  name     of  the  Lord, 
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HOSANNA.    Concluded. 
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GIRLS  AND  B'lVS. 
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AIL. 

t        _ft.      1 


No  -  sail  -  na,    Ho-san-na.     Ffo-san-na,     in     the  high  -  est,  FTo  -  san  -  na.     Jlo-s.m-na,   Ho  -  san  -   na, 
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FL'IJ,  CnORCS— Choir  and  School. 
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Blessed  be  the  kingdom  of  our  fa-  ther  David,  Hosanna,  in  the  highest,  in  the  higrh-est.    |  -est,    A-  men.  A-  mon 
|»     h     M  m    -    m     -     A    *    *.  .*.-*.-£-  -M.    J*.  N  p.      i  i 


CROSS  AND  CROWN.    C.  M. 


1;  Must  Jesus  bear  the  cross  alone,  And  all  the  world  go  free  ?  No  :  there's  a  cross  for  every  one,  And  there's  across  for  rae. 


■  ^^bk*r±gd£g^gdB — Pi — r^-g-l — g3±=±r li — F= — gbgJE      i    -r:R — g 


«=t= 


^ — IT 

2  How  linppy  nre  the  saints  above, 
Who  once  went  sorrowing  here; 
Lul  now  they  taste  nnmingled  love, 

And  yjy  without  a  tear. 


C.  M. 


3  The  consecrated  cross  I'll  hear, 
Till  death  si. all  set  me  free. 
And  then  go  home  my  crown  to  wear — 
For  there's  a  crown  for  me. 
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TAPPAN.    CM. 


Geo.  Einosiet. 
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1.  On  Jordnn's     rug 
".  O,    the  trans-port 
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ged  banks  I  stand,  Ana  cast 

ing  rapturous  scene,  That  ris  -  es      to 
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eye     To  Canaan's 
sight!  Sweet  fields ar- 
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fair     and    happy    land,    To  Canaan's  fair    and  happy  land,  Where  my  posses 
rayed  in      liy  -iug  green,  Sweet  fields  arrayed  in  living  green,  And  riv-ers     of 
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O'er  all  (hose  wide  extended  plains 

Shines  one  eternal  day  ; 
There  God,  the  Sun,  for  ever  reigns, 

And  scatters  night  away. 
No  chilling  winds,  or  poisonous  breath, 

Can  reach  that  healthful  shore; 
Sickness. and  sorrow,  pain  and  death, 

Are  felt  and  feared  no  more. 


C.  M. 

5 


"When  shafl  T  reach  tbofc  happy  place, 

And  be  fo.-ever  blest? 
When  shall  I  see  my  Father's  fact, 

And  in  his  bosom  rest? 
Filled  with  delight  my  raptured  soul 

Can  here  no  longer  stay  ; 
Though  Jordan's  waves  around  me  roll, 

Fearless  I'd  launch  away. 


174  C.  M. 

1  Thkrk  is  a  land  of  pure  delight, 

Where  saints  immortal  reign  : 
Infinite  day  excludes  the  night, 
And  pleasures  banish  pain. 

2  There  everlasting  spring  abides, 

And  never  withering  flowers  ; 
Death,  like  a  narrow  sea  divides 
This  heavenly  land  from  ours. 
8  Sweet  fields,  beyond  the  swelling  flood, 
Stand  dressed  ill  living  green  ; 
So  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  stood, 
White  Jordan  rolled  between. 
4  But  timorous  mortals  start  and  shrink 
To  cross  this  narrow  sea, 
And  linger,  shivering  on  the  brink, 
And  tear  to  launch  away. 
6  Oh.  could  we  make  our  doubts  remove, 
These  gloomy  doubts  that  rise, 
And  see  the  Canaan  that  we  love, 
With  unbeclouded  eyes: — 
6  Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  6tood, 
And  view  the  landscape  o'er — 
Not  Jordan's  stream,  nor  death's  cold  flood, 
Should  fright  us  from  the  shore. 

175  C.  M. 

1  0  could  T  find,  from  day  to  day, 

A  nearness  to  my  God, 
Then  would  my  hours  glide  sweet  away, 
While  leaning  on  His  word. 

2  Lord,  I  desire  with  Thee  to  live 

Anew  *poai  day  to  day. 
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In  joys  the  world  can  never  gite, 
Nor  ever  take  away. 

3  Blest  Jesus,  come,  and  rule  my  heart, 

And  make  me  wholly  Thine, 
That  I  may  never  more  depart, 
Nor  grieve  Thy  love  divine. 

4  Thus,  till  my  last,  expiring  breath, 

Thy  goodness  I'll  adore  ; 
And  when  my  frame  dissolves  in  death, 
My  soul  shall  love  Thee  more. 

17G  C.  M. 

1  On!  could  our  thoughts  and  wishes  fly 

Above  these  gloomy  shades. 
To  those  bright  worlds  above  the  sk}*, 
Which  sorrow  ne'er  invades  : 

2  There  joys,  unseen  by  mortal  eyes, 

Or  reason's  feeble  ray, 
In  ever-blooming  prospect  rise 
Unconscious  of  decay. 

3  Lord,  send  a  beam  of  light  divine, 

To  guide  our  upward  aim  : 
With  one  reviving  touch  of  thine, 
Our  languid  hearts  inflame. 

4  Then  we,  on  faith's  sublimest  wing, 

With  ardent  joy  shall  rise, 
To  those  bright  scenes,  where  pleasures  spring 
Immortal  in  the  skies. 

Doxology.     C.  M. 
To  Cod  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 

Your  grateful  voices  raise. 
And  God  the  Spirit,  Three  in  One, 

Bender  immortal  praise. 
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LUELLA.    6s&5s. 


_1 L 


--1 U 


H.  rf.  WniTXEY.     By  permission 


I.  Je  -  sus,  ten- tier    Say  -  iour,  Hast  thou  dieil  for   me?      Make  me   ye-   ry   thank-  ful     In   my  heart  to   thee. 
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Wlicn  the  sad,  sad     sto  -  ry 


Of     thy  grief  I      read,      Hake  me   ve  -   ry     sor  -  ry      For  ray   sins,  indeed. 
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2  Now  I  know  thon  Invest, 

And  dust  plead  for  me  ; 
Hake  me  very  thankful, 

In  my  prayers  to  thee. 
Soon.  I  hope,  in  glory 

At  thy  side  to  stanil  ; 
Jlake  me  fit  to  meet  thee 

In  that  happy  land, 

IT'S  6s  &  5s. 

1  Cot)  of  our  salvation  ! 

Unto  thee  we  pray  ; 
Hear  our  supplication, 

Be  our  stiength  and  stay. 
A*  "s'cl.ed  ami  unworthy. 

IVinr.  and  sick,  and  Mind, 
Prostrate  we  adore  thee. 

Call  thy  grace  to  mind. 


I         I 


2  He  that  dwclleth  near  thee, 

Safely  shall  a  hide; 
Ever  love  and  fear  thee. 

In  thy  strength  confide. 
Sure  is  thy  protection, 

Safe  is  thy  defence, 
TThile  in  deep  affliction, 

Woe,  or  pestilence. 

3  God  of  our  Miration  ! 

Saviour,  Prince  of  Peace! 
Boundless  thy  compassion. 

Infinite  thy  (trace. 
While  with  love  unceasing, 

Humbly  we  adore : 
Grant  us  thy  rich  blessing, 

And  we  u»k  no  inure. 


Polo  Alto. 


WATCHMAN.    7s.    Double. 

Solo  Tenor. 


Dr.  LOWELL  MASOX. 
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1.  Watchman,  tell    us   of  the  night,  What  i's  signs  of  proaiise  are!   Trar'ler,  o'er  yon mcuntaia's  height,  See  that  glory-beaming  star! 
Solo  Sopraxo.  Solo,  Tenor  or  Base. 


Watchman,  does   its  beauteous  ray  Aught  of  hope  or  joy  fore-  tell !  Trav'ler,  yes,  it  brings  the  day :  Promis'd  day  of   Is  -  ra  -  el ! 


chorus  for  1st  and  2d  verses. 


chorus  for  3d  verse. 
-I- 


'  .       .  5  i 

1.  Trav'ler,  yes,    it  brings  the  day,  Promis'd  day     of    Is  -   ra-  el! 

2.  Trav'ler,    a  -  ges   are    its  own  ;  See,    it  bursts  o'er  all  tbe  earth.  3.  Trav'ler,  lo,  the  Prince  of 
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Peace — Lo,     the    Son      of    God    has   come!      Lo — the   Son     of     God      baa 
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2  Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night ; 

Higher  yet  that  stars  ascends  ; 
Traveler,  blessedness  anil  light, 

Peace  and  truth,  its  course  portends. 
Watchman,  will  its  beams  alone 

Gild  the  spot  thart  gave  them  birth  ? 
TraTelcr,  ages  are  its  own, 

See,  it  bursts  o'er  all  the  earth. 
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3  Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night, 

For  the  morning  seems  to  dawn. 
Traveler,  darkness  takes  its  flight, 

Doubt  and  terror  are  withdrawn. 
Watchman,  let  thy  wandering  cease, 

Hie  thee  to  thy  quiet  home. 
Traveler,  lo !  the  Prince  of  Peace, 

Lo  !  the  Son  of  God  is  come. 
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OPAL.    8s&7s. 


FIWE.  B,  (J, 

1  . 1  -«s»-  -•-   -»-   -at--m-  -o>-  -0-    o-    «-   -<y- ■»-  vt 


i,  /  Jesus.  I  my  cross  have  taken.  All  to  leave  and  foI-lowThee;  \  or  known; 

\  Naked,  pour  despised,  forsaken.  T'iou  from  hence  my  all  shalt  be   /  Perish  every  fond  ambition,  All  I've  sought,  or  hoped, 
D  C.  Yt t  iiow  rich  is  in.v  condition  !  God  and  heaven  are  still  my  own. 
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8s  &  7s.    Double. 


2  Let  the  world  despise  and  leave  me, 

They  have  left  my  Saviour,  too  : 
Human  hearts  and  looks  deceive  me, 

Thou  art  uit.  like  ihern,  untrue  ; 
And  whilst  Thou  shalt  smile  upon  me, 

God  .if  wisdom,  love  and  might. 
Foes  miy  hate,  and  friends  may  scorn  me  ; 

Show  Thy  face,  and  all  is  bright. 

3  Van  may  trouble  and  distress  me, 

'T  will  hut  drive  me  to  Thy  breast  ; 
Life  w.th  trials,  hard  may  press  me, 

1 1  raven  will  hriiig  me  sweeter  rest. 
Oh  '.    t  ,s  not  in  grief  to  harm  me, 

While  !  hy  love  is  left  lo  me. 
Oh!  'twere  mil  in  joy  to  charm  me, 

Were  that  joy  unmixed  with  Thee. 

4  Soul,  then  r.n  iw  thy  full  salvation, 

Ki  e  ir  er  s  ii.  and  far.  and  care  ; 
Joy  to  tiinl  in  every  station 

SoiiH"th  ng  -til!  io  do  or  heir. 
Soon  shah  cause  thy  earthly  mission, 

So  .ii  shall  pass  thy  pilgrim  days  ; 
Hope  sha.l  .•haiige  to  ulad  fruition. 

Faith  to  siyht.  and  prayer  to  praise. 
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8s  &  7s.    Double. 


1  Who  shall  sing,  if  not  the  children. 

Did  not  Jesus  die  for  them  ? 
May  they  not,  with  other  jewels, 

SpaVkle  in  his  diadem? 
Why  to  them  were  voices  ^iren. 

Bird-like  voices,  sweet  and  clear? 
Why.  unless  the  song  of  heaven 

They  begin  to  practice  here? 

2  There's    a  choir  of  infant  songsters, 

White-robed,  round  the  Savioui's  thronot 
Angels  cease,  and,  waiting,  listen! 

Oil  !  'tis  swieter  than  their  own  ! 
Faith  can  hear  the  rapturous  choral  ; 

When  her  ear  is  upward  turned  ; 
Is  not  this  the  same,  perfecte  1, 

Which  upon  the  earth  they  learned  ? 

3  Jesus,  when  on  earth  sojourning. 

Loved  them  with  a  wondrous  love; 
And  will  he.  to  heaven  returning. 

Faithless  to  his  blessing  prove  f 
Oh  !  they  can  not  sinfr  too  early  ! 

Fathers,  stand  not  in  their  way! 
Birds  do  sinir  while  day  is  breaking — 

Tell  me.  then,  whv  should  not.  the*  t 
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I.     Soft  -  ]y  fades  the  twi- light    ray.        Of    the  ho  -  ly       Sabbath  day;    Gon-tly       as  life's 

I  r  r 


set  -  tmc; 
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stin. 
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When  the  Christian's  course  is     run,    "When  the  Christian's  course  is  run. 
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ISii     2  Night  her  solemn  mantle  spreads, 
O  cr  the  earth  as  daylight  fades; 
All  things  tell  of  calm  repose, 
At  the  holy  Sabbath's  close. 


T 

3  Saviour,  may  our  Sabbaths  be, 
Days  of  peace  and  joy  in  thee ; 
'Till  in  heaven  our  souls  repose, 
Where  the  Sabbath's  ne'er  shall  close. 
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EXPOSTULATION.    Us. 
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1    0  turn  ye,  0  turn  ye,  for  why  will  ye  die?  "When  God,  in  great  mercy,   is  com- ing  so  nigh, 
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NowJe- sus  invites  you,  the  Spi-  rit  says  come,  And  angels   arewait-ing  to  welcome  you  home. 
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lis. 


2  How  vain  the  delusion,  that  while  you  delay, 
Your  hearts  may  grow  better  by  staying  away ; 
Come,wrelched,  come  starving,  come  just  as  you  be, 
While  streams  of  salvation  are  flowing  so  free. 

8  And  now  Christ  is  ready  your  souls  to  receive, 
O  how  can  you  question  if  you  will  believe? 
If  sin  is  your  burden,  why  will  you  not  come? 
'Tis  you  He  bids  welcome ;  He  bidsyou  come  home. 

4  Come,  give  us  your  hand,  and  the  Saviour  your 
heart, 
And  trusting  in  Heaven,  we  never  shall  part; 
O  how  can  we  leave  you?  why  will  you  not  come? 
We'll  journey  together,  and  soon  bo  at  home. 
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lis. 


1  Delay  not,  delay  not,  0  sinner,  draw  near, 

The  waters  of  life  are  now  flowing  for  thee; 
No  price  is  demanded,  the  Saviour  is  here, 
Eedemption  is  purchased,  salvation  is  free. 

2  Delay  not,  delay  not,  why  longer  abuse 

The  love  and  compassion  of  Jesus  thy  God? 
A  fountain  is  opened,  how  canst  thou  lefuse 
To  wash  and  be  cleaned  in  his  pardoning  blood  ? 

3  Delay  not,  delay  not,  the  Spirit  of  grace, 

Long  grieved  and  resisted,  may  take  its  sad  flight, 
And  leave  thee  in  darkness  to  finish  thy  race, 
To  sink  in  the  gloom  of  eternity's  night. 


MY  FATHERLAND. 
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Melody  by  J.  R.  THOMAS.     Harmonized  for  this  work. 
-N- 
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1.  There  is  n  place  where  sill  my  hope3  are  stayed,  My  heart  and  my  treasure  are  there.  Where  verdure  and  blossoms  will 
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never  more  fade,  And  fields  are  e  -  ter-  nal  -  ly  fair. 
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That  blissful-    place    is     rnv  dear     fatherland  ;  By 
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faith  its  delights   I    explore  ;    But    sweeter,  dearer,  dearer   is  the  hand,  That  leads  me  in  peace  to  the  shore. 
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2  There  is  a  place  where  the  holy  angels  dwell, 
A  pure  and  a  peaceful  abode, 
Of  the  joys  of  that  place  no  tongue  can  tell, 
For  there  is  the  palace  of  God. — Cko. 


2  There  is  a  place  where  loving  friends  are  gone, 
Who  suffered  and  worshipped  with  mc, 

By  j..e r mission  of  WU.  HALL  &  SON. 


Exalted  with  Christ  on  His  pure  white  throne, 
The  King  in  His  beauty  they  see — Clio. 

4  There  is  a  place  where  I  hope  to  live. 
When  life  and  its  labors  are  o'er, 
A  place  which  the  Savior. r  to  me  will  give^ 
And  then  1  shall  sorrow  uo  more. — Cho.. 
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THE  BATTLE-CRY  OF  FREEDOM. 

Words  and  Music  by  GEO.  F.  ROOT.     By  permission. 

V      it       h.  .  (.    I      ,lST.,         |  2B. 
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.  /Yes,  we'll  ral-ly  round  the  flas.  boys,  we'll  rally  once  again.  Shouting  the  battle-cry  of    Freedom  !  \ 
^We  will  rally  from  the  hill-side,  we'll  gatiier  from  the  plain,  Shouting  the  battle-cry   of )  Freed 
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rah,    boys,  Hur- rah  !    Down  with    the   trai-tor..      Up     with   the    star; 
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While  we      ral-  ly  round  the  flag,   boys. 


ral-ly    once  a-gain,     Shouting    the  bat- tie  -  cry      of    Freedom! 
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2  We  are  springing  to  the  call  of  our  brothers  gone  before,     ]    And  although  he  may  be  poor  he  shall  never  be  a  slave, 
Shouting  the  battle-cry  of  Freedom  ! 
And  we'll  till  the  vacant  ranks  with  a  million  Freemen  more, 
Shouting  the  battle-cry  of  Freedom  ! — Cko. 


3  We  will  welcome  to  our  numbers  the  loyal,  true  and  brave, 
Shouting  the  battle-cry  of  Freedom  ! 


Shouting  the  battle-cry  of  Freedom  ! — Cho. 


4  So  we're  springing  to  the  call,  from  the  East  and  from  the 
Shouting  the  battle-cry  of  Freedom  .  [West, 

And  we'll  hurl  the  rebel  crew  from  the  land  we  love  the 
Shouting  the  battle-cry  of  Freedom  ! — Cho.  [best. 
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PILGRIM'S  SONG. 


131 


p^3E?E!=i=pi 


3         |-E-i-=i«— :jv 


^ 


F-g-j— S^g — 


la 


;=<•: 


I 


1  Whither,  pilgrims,  are  yon  go-  ing,  Each  with  staff  in  hand? 

2  Fear  you  not  the  way  so  lone-  ly,  You,   a    feeole     band  ? 


We  are  go  -  ing  on    a  journey, 
No,  for  friends  unseen  are  near  us, 
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At      the  kings  command  ; 
An-  gels  round  us   stand  ; 


O  -  ver  plains,  and   hills,  and  val  -  leys,    We  are     go  -  ing 
Christ  our  lead  -  er    walks  be  -  side    us,     lie   will  guard,  and 
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to      Ilia   pa  -  lace,  We    are     go  -  ing    to    His    pa  -  lace, 
Ue    will  guide  us,     He    will  guard,  and    He  whJ  guide  us, 


In 
To 


the    bet-ter   land, 
the   bet  -  ter    land. 
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8  Tell  me,  pilgrims,  what  yon  hope  for 

In  the  better  land? 
Spotless  robes  and  crowns  of  glory 

From  a  Saviour's  hand  ; 
We  shall  drink  of  life's  clear  river, 
W«*  shall  dwell  with  God  forever, 
We  shall  dwell  with  God  forever 

In  the  better  laud. 


Will  you  let  me  travel  with  you 

To  the  better  land  ? 
Come  away,  we  bid  you  welcome, 

To  our  little  band. 
Come,  O  come!  we  cannot  leave  you, 
Christ  is  waiting  to  receive  you, 
Christ  is  waiting  to  receive  you 

In  the  better  land. 
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PILGRIM  BAND. 
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1  Conic,  little     soldiers,     Join    in     our  band,  March  for    the  kingdom,  Onr     promised  land : 
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Fear  -less  of    dan  -  ger,         Onward  we  roam  ;       Je  -  sus  our  Leader      ts,     Soon  we'll  be  home. 


Wen  a    lit  -  tie  Pilgrim  band,  Guid  -  ed  by  onr  Sarionr's  hand,  Soon  we'll  reach  onr    Father-land      Ifo    more  to    roam. 
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2  Hark  to  tne  voices,  bidding  us  come! 
Angels  rejoicing,  beckon  us  home  : 
No  more  shall  sadness  or  sorrow  oppress, 
Come,  Utile  Pilgrim  band,  there  we  shall  rest. 


3  Soon  we  shall  never  know  sorrow  more, 
But  blest  for  ever,  God's  love  shall  share; 
Soon  we  shall  see  him  in  his  blest  home, 
Ever,  still  praising  him,  ages  to  como. 


DEAR  JESUS.    8s&6s. 


AUGUSTE  MIGN'ON. 
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er     at    my  side, How  lov  -ing  must  thon  he 
thee  touch  my  hand  With  pressure  light  and  mild, 
iour!  1    kneel  down,  Morning  and  night  to  prayer, 


To  leave  thy  home  in 
To  cheek  me,   as    my 
Something,  there  is  with  ■ 
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heaven  to  guard 
moth  -  er   did 
in        my  heart, 
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A      lit  -   tie   child  like   rne. 
When  I      was  but        a     child. 
\\  hich  tells  me  thou     art  there. 


Thy  beau  -  ti  -  ful     and  shin -ing  face      I 
But    I     have  felt   thee  in  my  thoughts  Fight- 
Yes  !  when    I    pray,  thou  pray-est   too — Thy 
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see  not, tho'  so  near; 
ing  with  sin  for  me  ; 
pray "r is  all    for    me; 


The  sweetness  of    thy   soft,  low  voice.  I      am    too  deaf    to    hear. 
And  when  my  heart  loves  God.  I  knowThe  sweetness  is    from  the 
But  when    1  6leep,  thou s!eepe6t  not,  But  wateheet  pa- tieiit-ly, 
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FOR  EVER  WITH  THE  LORD.    i.  b.  woodbury,  by  p^ih.. 


]*)      1  "For  ev-er  with  the  Lord!"  Amen,     so  let 
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Life  from  the  dead  is   in  that  word,  'Tis 
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im-  mortal  -  i  -  ty.      Here  in    the  bo-  dy  pent,    A  bsent  from  him  I  roam ;  Yet  nightly  pitch  my 
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moving  tent  A  day's  march  nearer  home,  nearer  home,  nearer  home,  A  day's  march  nearer  home. 
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2  My  Father's  house  on  high, 

Home  of  my  son!,  how  near 
At  times,  to  faith's  foreseeing  eye 
Thy  golden  gates  appear! 

'Clio  —  Here  in  the  body  pent,  <fco. 

3  Ah  !  then  my  spirit  faints 

To  reach  the  land  1  love, — 


The  bright  inheritance  of  saints, 
Jerusalem  above 

Cho. — Here  in  the  body  pent,  &* 

•For  ever  with  the  Lord  !' 

— Father,  if  't  is  thy  will, 
The  promise  of  that  fhiMiful  word 

Even  here  to  me  fulfill. 

Cho. — Her'-  in  the  body  pent,  «Jto. 
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1.  8oft-  ly  now  the  light  of  day.  Fades  up  -  on  ray  sight  a  -  way ;  Free  from  care,  from  labor  free,  Lord  I  would  commune  with  Thee. 

2.  Soon  for  me  the  light  of  day  Shall  for-  er-  er  pass  a  -  way ;  Then  from  sin,  and  sor-row  free,  Take  me,  Lord,  to  dwell  with  Thee. 
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1  Sin>er,  hear  the  voice  of  love  ; 
Sweet  the  nr-ssage  from  above, 
lie  will  all  tliy  sin  remove, 

Christ  the  Saviour  passeth  by. 

2  Come,  while  life  is  in  its  prime. 
Nmv  is  the  accepted  time  ; 
Come   before  the  sun  decline — 

Christ  the  Saviour  passeth  by. 

3  Come,  thou  youthful,  trusting  one, 
In  life's  early  spring-time  come. 
Haste,  while  in  thy  glowing  bloom — 

Christ  the  Saviour  passeth  by. 

4  Come,  with  sin  and  doubt  oppressed, 
Early  hasten  to  he  blest, 

lie  will  grant  you  peace  and  rest — 
Christ  the  Saviour  passeth  by. 

5  Mourner,  lift  thy  tearful  eye, 
Cease  thy  anguish,  hush  thy  sigh  ; 
List — a  voiee  sounds  from  the  sky — 

Christ  the  Saviour  passeth  by. 
8  God.  the  Spirit,  hovereth  near; 
God.  the  Father,  anssvereth  prayer; 
Now  the  voice  of  mercy  hear — 
Christ  the  Saviour  passeth  by. 
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1  Jescs,  Shepherd  of  thy  sheep, 
Hither  with  r.hy  flock  we  come  ; 

All  our  souls  in  mercy  keep. 
Never  from  thy  side  to  roam. 

2  Take  the  lambs  within  thine  arms, 
Gently  to  thy  bosom  press'd  ; 

From  ail  sins  and  mortal  harms, 
In  thy  free  salvation  blessed. 

3  Where  the  gentlest  waters  flow, 
Thither,  Lord,  eaeh  wand'rer  lead; 

Where  the  greenest  pastures  grow, 
There  securely  let  us  feed. 

4  Close  beside  the  sheltering  rock, 
When  the  desert  wind  is  high. 

Gather  all  our  little  (l  >ck 
Till  the  tempest  shall  pass  by. 

5  Vain  each  under-shenher  I'.h  care. 
Unless  thou  thy  blessing  give — 

Hear,  O  Lord,  our  humble  prayer, 
Let  us  in  thy  lavor  live. 

6  And  when  death's  dark  shadows  fall 
And  the  day  of  life  shall  close. 

May  each  lamb,  each  shepherd,  all 
Id  thy  heavenly  fold  repose. 
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GLORIA  IN  EXCELSIS.    (CHANT  No.  1.) 


Second  Part. 
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GLORIA  IN  EXCELSIS. 

To  the  First  Part  of  the  Chant. 

1  Glory  be  to  |  God  on  j  high,  ||  and  on  earth  |  peace,  good  ||  will  towards  )  men. 

2  We  praise  thee,  we  bless  thee,  we  |  worship  |  thee,  j[  we  glorify  thee,  we  give  thanks  to  thee 

great — |  glory. 

To  the  Second  Part. 

3  O  Lord  God,  |  Heavenly  |  King.  ||  God  the  |  Father  |  Al 1  mighty  ! 

4  O  Lord,  the  only-begotten  Sod  |  Jesus  |  Christ,  ||  0  Lord  God,  Lamb  of  God,  |  Son.  .  of  the|Fa- 

To  the  Third  Part. 

5  That  takest  away  the  |  sins,  .of  the  |  world,  ||  have  mercy  up-  |  on —  |  us. 

6  Thou  that  takest  away  the  |  sins,    of  the  I  world,  ||  have  mercy  up-  |  on — |  us. 

7  Thou  that  takest  away  the  |  sins,  .of  the  |  world,  J|  re-  |  ceive  our  |  prayer. 

8  Thou  that  sittest  at  the  right  hand  of  |  God  the  j  Father,  ||  have  mercy  up-  |  on — f  us. 

To  the  First  Part. 

9  For  thou  only  |  art — |  holy,  ||  Thou  !  only  |  art  the  |  Lord. 

10  Thou  only,  U  CL-u-t,  with  the  j  Holy  ,  Ghost,  (j  art  most  high  id  the  |  glory. .  of  |  God  the  |  Father.  || 
A-  |  men. 


YENITE  EXULTEMUS  DOMINO.    (CHANT  No.  2.) 
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1  0  come,  let  us  sing  nn-  |  to  •  the  |  Lord  :  ||  let  us  henrtily  rejoice  in  the  |  strength*  of  |  our  sal- 1  vation. 

2  Let  us  come  before  his  presence  |  with«thanks-|  giving,  ||  and  show  ourselves  |  glad»in  |  him.withf 

psalms. 

3  For  the  Lord  is  a  |  erreat  |  God,  ||  and  a  great  |  King  a-  |  bove.all  |  gods. 

4  In  his  hand  are  all  the  corners  |  of  •  the  |  earth;  ||  and  the  strength  of  the  |  hills. is  |  his  |  also. 

5  The  sea  is  his,  |  and  .he  I  made  it:  ||  and  his  hands  pre-  |  pared*  the  |  dry  |  land. 

6  0  come,  let  us  worship,  |  and.fall  |  down,  ||  and  kneel  be-  [  fore«the  j  Lord -our  |  Maker. 

7  For  he  is  the  |  Lord.onr  |  God,  ||  and  we  arc  the  people  of  his  pasture,  and  the  j  sheep. of  |  his  |  hand. 

8  O  worship  the  Lord  in  the  |  beauty* of  |  holiness  ;  ||  let  the  whole  earth  |  p^nnd-in  |  awe.  of  |  him. 

9  For  lie  cometh,  for  he  corneth  to  |  judge -the  |  earth,  ||  and  with  righteousness  to  judge  the  world, 

and  the  |  peo-ple  |  with. his  |  truth. 

10  Glory  be  to  the  Father,  |  and. to  the  |  Son,  ||  and  |  to •  the  j  Jlo-.ly  |  Ghost. 

11  As  it  was  iu  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  |  ev-*er  |  shall  be,  |j  world  with-  |  out. end.  |  A  |  men. 
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HEIYIANS.    C.H.-M. 


,  /  He  Knelt ;  the  Savionr  knelt  and  pray'd,When  but  His  Father's  eye  \ 
\  Look'd thro' the  lonely  garden's  shade,  On  that  dread  ag-o  -  ny :  /The Lord  of  all,  a-bove,be  - 


jfL      #.      Jfi.    ^ 


J £..  *s._j p p-Lj 1 L I 1 — -u L  | 1 p-L| r~ L  \ -Li j j— L I L— ' J 


neath,  Was  how'd  with  sorrow    nn  -    to  death. 
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2  The  sun  went  down  in  fearful  hour ; 

Tin-  heavens  might  well  grow  dim, 
When  this  mortality  hail  power 

To  thus  o'ershadow  Him; 
That  He  who  gave  man's  breath  might  know 
The  very  depths  of  human  woe. 


He  knew  them  all — the  doubt  the  strife, 

The  flint,  perplexing  dread  : 
The  mists  that  hang    o'er  parting  life 

All  darkened  round  His  head; 
And  the  Deliverer  kneit  to  pray; 
Yet  passed  it  not,  that  cup  away. 

It  passed  not,  though  the  stormy  war© 

Had  sunk  beneath  His  tread  ; 
It  passed  not,  Chough  to  Ilini  the  grave 

Had  yielded  up  its  dead; 
But  there  was  sent  llim,  from  on  ligh, 
A  gift  of  strength,  for  man  to  die. 

An  1  wa*  His  mortal  hour  beset 

With  anguish  and  dismay? 
How  may  we  meet  our  conflict  yet 

In  the  dark,  ivirrow  way  ?    . 
How,  but  through  Him  that  path  who  trod? 
"Save,  or  we  perish,  Son  of  God. 
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1  While  shop -herds   watch'd  their  flocks  by  night,  All   seat-  ed 
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an-gel  of  the  Lord  came  down,  And  glo  -  ry     shone  a  -    round,  And  glory  shone  a  -  round. 
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2  "Fear  not,"  said  he — for  mighty  dread 

Had  seized  their  troubled  mind — 
"Glad  tidings  of  great  joy  I  bring, 
To  you  and  all  mankind. 

3  "To  you,  in  David's  town,  this  day, 

Is  lorn  of  David's  line, 
The  Saviour,  who  is  Christ,  the  Lord, 
And  this  shall  be  the  sign  : 

4  "The  heavenly  babe  you  there  6hall  find, 

To  human  view  displayed, 


C.  M 


All  meanly  wrapped  in  swathing  bands, 
And  in  a  manger  laid." 

5  Thus  spake  the  seraph ;  and  forthwith 

Appeared  a  shining  throng 
Of  angels,  praising  God,  who  thus 
Addressed  their  joyful  song  : 

6  "All  glory  be  to  God  on  high, 

And  to  the  earth  he  peace: 
Good- will  henceforth  from  heaven  to  men 
Begin,  and  never  oeas<'t" 
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SONG  OF  PRAISE,    lis  &  12s. 
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1  Come,  let      us    sweet-ly     sing,  joirv     in     full    cho-ms, 

2  Hail !    hail    to    Him  who  once  slept     in     a        manger, 


Praise    to     the    mighty  King, 
Wander'd    from  place  to  place, 
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II im  wlio  reigneth  o'er    us!  Once,  He,    a    lit  -  tie  child,  gen-tle  and    lowly,     Taught  us  how 
homeless    and    a    stranger;  Suffered    and  died  for    us, — O  wondrous  story!    Suf -fered  that 
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we  should  live,  h>ving,  pure,  and  lowiy. 
we  might  all  dwell  with  Him  in    glory. 
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3  O !  Thou  wlw  once  did  hear  children  when  singing, 
Thou  wlio  didst  sweetly  say,  Suffer  jc  their  bringing; 
From  thy  bright  home  above  graciously  bending, 
List  to  our  joyful  songs  irratefully  ascending. 

4  Be  Thou  our  guard  and  guide,  grant  us  thy  Spirit, 
Own  us  as  thine  at  last,  through  thy  perfect  merit; 
Then  shall  we  sweetly  sing  in  angelic  chorus, 
Praise  evermore  to  Him  who  shall  there  reign  o'er  us. 


THE  SINNER'S  INVITATION.    6s  &  7s. 


Ill 


,  /  Children  come,  will  yon  come,  Hear  the  Sav  -  iour      proclaiming;  \ 
\  I    have  purchased     a     home    In      the  mansions       of    hea-ven ;  /  For  each  sin-stricken 
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6onl  Who  has    fled  to       the  fountain,  Flowing  forth  from  my  side,  As     I  hung  on  theniountain. 
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2  There  the  angels  so  bright 

Listen  pleased  to  the  story ; 
A 8  the  saints  cloth'd  in  white, 

Sing  aloud  of  his  glory. 
There  no  sin  nor  dismay, 

Neither  trouble  nor  sorrow, 
Will  be  felt  for  a  day, 

Nor  be  feared  for  the  morrow. 


3  He's  prepared  you  a  home, 

Children  will  you  believe  it  ? 
And  invites  you  to  come. 

Children,  will  you  receive  it? 
Oh  come,  children,  come, 

For  the  tide  is  receding, 
And  the  Saviour  will  soon 

And  forever  cease  pleading. 
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BLUMENTHAL.       7S.      DOUble.      Arranged  by  J.  ZUNDEL. 


Andante 
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I  Depth  of  mercy '  can  there  be  Mercy  still  reserved  for  me  ?  Can  my  God  His  wrath  forbear  ?  Me,  the  chief  of  sinners,  spare  t 
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2  I  have  long  withstood  His  grace;  Long  provoked  Him  to  His  face ;Would  not  hearken  toll  is  calls;  Grieved  Him  by  a  thousand 

falls. 
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7s. 


3  Kindled,  His  relentings  are ; 
Me,  He  now  delights  to  spare; 
Cries,  how  shall  I  give  thee  up? — 
Lets  the  lifted  thunder  drop. 

4  There  for  me  the  Saviour  stands ; 

Shows  His  wounds,  and  spreads  His  hands ; 
God  is  love !  I  know,  I  feel ; 
Jesus  weeps  and  loves  me  still. 


SOI 


7s. 


1  Come,  my  soul,  thy  suit  prepare, 
Tesus  loves  to  answer  prayer ; 


ft-^t 


He  himself  has  bid  thee  prav- 
Therefore  will  not  say  thcc  nay. 

2  Thou  art  coming  to  a  King, 
Large  petitions  with  thee  bring; 
For  His  grace  and  power  are  such, 
None  can  ever  ask  too  much. 

3  With  my  burden  I  begin, 
Lord,  remove  this  load  of  sin ; 
Let  thy  blood,  for  sinners  spilt, 
Sec  my  conscience  free  from  guilt. 

4  Lord  !  I  come  to  thee  for  rest, 
Take  possession  of  my  breast; 
There  thy  blood-bought  right  maintain, 
And  without  a  r;val  reign. 
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209  7s. 

1  Hastk,  O  sinner!  to  be  wise, 

Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun ; 

Wisdom  warns  thee,  from  the  stcies, 

All  the  paths  of  death  to  shun. 

2  Haste,  and  mercy  now  implore; 

Stay  not  for  tiie  morrow's  sua  ; 
Thy  probation  may  he  o'er 

Ere  this  evening's  work  is  done, 

3  Haste,  0  sinner  !  now  return; 

Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun  ; 
Lest  thy  lamp  should  cease  to  burn 
Ere  salvation's  work  is  done. 

4  Haste,  while  yet  thou  canst  be  blest ; 

St;iy  not  for  the  morrow's  sun, 
Death  may  thy  poor  soul  arrest 
Ere  the  morrow  is  begun. 

S03  7s. 

1  When  thy  mortal  life  is  fled, 

When  the  death-shades  o'er  thee  spreaa 
"When  is  finished  thy  career, 
Sinner,  where  wilt  thou  appear? 

2  When  the  world  has  passed  away, 
When  draws  near  the  judgment-day, 
When  the  awful  trump  shall  sound, 
Say,  O,  where  wi''.  thou  be  found  ? 

3  When  the  Judge  descends  in  light. 
Clothed  in  majesty  and  might. 
When  the  wicked  quail  with  fear, 
Where,  0  where  wilt  thou  appear? 

4  What  shall  soothe  thy  bursting  hearU 
When  the  Baint3  ami  thou  must  part? 


When  the  good  with  joy  are  crowned, 
Sinner,  where  wilt  thou  be  found? 
6  While  the  Holy  Ghost  is  nigh, 
Quickly  to  the  Saviour  rty  ; 
Then  shall  peace  thy  spirit  cheer ; 
Then  in  heaven  6halt  thou  appear. 

204  7s. 

1  Hark,  my  soul !  it  is  the  Lord  ; 
'Tis  thy  Saviour — hear  his  word  ; 
Jesus  speaks,  and  speaks  to  thee — 
"  Say,  poor  sinner,  lov'st  thou  me  ? 

2  "I  delivered  thee,  when  bound, 

And,  when  bleeding,  healed  thy  wound. 
Sought  thee  wandering,  set  thee  right, 
Turned  thy  darkness  into  light. 

3  "Mine  is  an  unchanging  love, 
Higher  tliau  the  heights  above  ; 
Deeper  than  the  depths  beneath — > 
Free  and  faithful — strong  as  death. 

4  "  Thou  shalt  see  my  glory  soon, 
When  the  work  of  grace  is  done; 
Partner  of  my  throne  shalt  be; 
Say,  poor  6inner,  lov'st  thou  me?" 

5  Lord!  it  is  my  chief  complaint, 
That,  my  love  is  weak  and  faint; 
Yet  I  love  thee,  and  adore — 
Oh,  for  grace  to  love  thee  more! 

Doxology.     7s. 
Sing  we  to  our  God  above 
Praise  eternal  as  his  love  : 
Praise  him.  all  ye  heavenly  host — 
Futher,  Sou,  and  Holy  Ghost. 
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HAPPY  GREETING. 
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1  Come,  children,  and  join  in  ourfes-  ti-valsong,  And  hail  the  sweetjoys  which  this  day  brings  along; 


^fflBgGS5BIVjj.JH 


"We'll  join  our  glad  voices   in   one  song  of  praise  To  God,  who  has  kept  us,  and  lengthened  our  days, 
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CHORUS. 


ITal-le  -  lu-  jah  to  the  Lamb,  Hal-le  -  lujah  to  the  Lamb,  Halle-lu-jah,  hal-  Je  -  lu-  jah,  hal- 1 
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3ciffi 
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Hal-le  -  lu-jah 


tu  the  Lamb. 


£JO£5  lis 

2  Our  Father  in  Heaven,  we  lift  up  to  thee, 
Onr  voice  of  thanksgiving,  onr  glad  jubilee; 
Oh,  bless  us  and  guide  us,  dear  Saviour,  we  j>ray. 
That  from  thy  blest  precepts  we  never  may  stray. 

3  And  if,  ere  this  glad  year  has  drawn  to  a  close, 
Some  loved  one  among  us  in  death  shall  repose; 
Grant,  Lord,  tli.it  the  spirit  in  heaven  may  dwell, 
In  the  bosom  of  Jesus,  where  all  shall  be  well. 


306 


lis. 


1   How  loving  is  Jesus,  who  came  from  the  sky, 
In  tenderest  pity  for  sinners  to  die; 
His  hands  and  his  feet  were  nail'd  to  the  tree, 
And  all  this  he  suffered  for  you  and  for  me. 

Chorus. 
Hallelujah  to  the  Lamb,  hallelujah  to  the  Lamb, 
Hallelujah,  hallelujah,  hallelujah,  Amen. 


2  How  gladly  does  Jesns  free  pardon  impart, 
To  all  who  receive  him  by  faith  in  their  heart; 
No  evil  befalls  them,  their  home  is  above, 

And  Jesus  throws  round  thern  the  arms  of  his  love. 

3  How  precious  is  Jesus  to  all  who  believe, 

And  out  of  his  fullness  what  grace  they  receive! 
When  weak, he  supports  them;  when  erring,  he  guides; 
And  everything  needful  he  kindly  provides. 

4  Oh!  give  then  to  Jesus  your  earliest  days, 
They  only  are  blessed  who  walk  in  his  ways; 
In  life  and  in  death  he  will  still  be  your  friend, 
For  whom  Jesus  loves,  he  loves  to  the  end. 

SOT  lis. 

i  Come,  children  of  Zion,  and  help  us  to  sing 
Li>ud  anthems  and  praise  to  our  Saviour  and  King ; 


J  45 

"Whose  life  once  was  given  our  souls  to  redeem, 
And  bring  us  to  heaven  to  reign  there  witli  him 

2  In  regions  of  darkness,  and  sorrow,  and  pains, 
We  all  lay  in  ruin,  in  prison,  and  chains; 

But  Jesus  has  bought  us  witli  his  precious  blood, 
The  ransom  provided  to  bz-ing  us  to  God, 

3  O  come  to  the  Saviour  and  tike  up  the  cross, 
Seek  treasure  in  heaven,  count  nil  else  but  loss; 
His  mercy  invites  us,  then  let  us  comply — 

0  why  should  we  linger  when  he  is  so  nigh. 

4  We'll  fear  not  the  dangers  that  lie  in  our  way, 
His  arm  will  protect  us  by  night  and  by  day; 
All  this  we  mu6t  suffer,  and  patiently  bear, 

Till  Jesus  shall  take  us  where  sufferings  are  o'er. 


COME  TO  JESUS! 


Wuds  by  Dr.  JOHN  B.  PECK,  Clifton  Springs,  N.  Y. 


Tenderly 


II.  P.  MAIN.     From  "  Hallowed  Songs,"  by  permission. 
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1  Come,  come  to  Je  -  sus  !    lie  waits  to  welcome  thee,  0  wand'rer  ea-gerl}- ;  Come,  come  to  Jesus! 

2  Come,  come  to  Je  -  sus !    He  waits  to  welcome  thee,  0    slave  !  e-ternally;  Come,  come  to  Jesus! 

3  Come,  come  to  Je  .  sus  !    He  waits  to  lighten  thee,  0  burdened  .'graciously ;  Come,  come  to  Jesns! 
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SOS 

4  Come,  come  to  Jesus! 

lie  waits  to  give  to  thee, 
O  blind  !  a  vision  free; 
Come,  com*  to  Jesus  ! 


5  Come,  come  to  Jesus! 

He  waits  to  shelter  thee, 
0  weary  !  blessedly  ; 
Come,  come  to  Jesus! 


Come,  come  to  Jesns! 

lie  waits  to  carry  thee, 
0  Lamb!  so  lovinulj  , 

Come,  come  to  Jesus  1 
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WATCHMAN  ON  THE  \toALLS  OF  ZION. 


Words  bv  Miss  Eanki  Cbosby.                                           T.  E.  PEKKIXS.     From  "  S.  S.  Banner,''  by  permission. 
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Watchman  on  the  walls  of  Zi 

2.  Watchmi>:i  on  the  walls  of  Zi  • 

3.  Watchman  on  the  walls  of  Zi 
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Tell,  O,  tell  ns  of  the  night;  Dos'tthon  seethe 
Will  Mes  -  si  -  ah,  they  have  slain  Bring  the  banished 
Toll    ns      of    the  future  time  ;  When  stall  peace  and 
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star    of    pro-mise, 

sons  of   Ju  -  dab. 

ho  -  ]y     un  -  ion 
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O'er  the  mountains  towering  height,  See 
Mindful       of    his  chosen  race  ;Tho' 
Kin  -  died  to     a      living  flame;  Makes 
ie-     -0-         ■**■  \ 
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Is  it  shin 
To  their  na  - 
Bind  the  soul 


clear  and  bright?  JIalle-  lu  -jab !  JIal-le  -  In  -  jai ! 
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eve  -  ry  clime?  Where  the  spark  of  love  and  glo 
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it  ris  -  ing  and  ascending,  Millious  hail  its  welcome  light. 
in  ex  -  ile  he'll  restorethem  To  a  father's  dear  embrace. 
the  heart  of    ev:  ry  christian  Feel  and  throb,  and  burn  thesarno. 
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OLIVE'S  BROW.    L.  M. 


WM.  B.  BR.4DBUBY      1  47 


1  "Tis  midnight,  and  on  Olive's  brow,  The  star  is  dimmed  that  lately  shone :  "Ks  midnight ;  in  the  garden,  now,  The  suffering  Sarioar  prays  a  -  lone. 


Jr 
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so» 

2  'Tis  midnight ;  aud,  from  all  removed, 
The  Saviour  wrestles,  lone,  with  fears; 
E'en  that  disciple  whom  he  loved 

Heeds  not  his  Master's  grief  and  tears. 

2  'Tis  midnight;  and  for  other's  guilt 
The  man  of  sorrows  weeps  in  blood  ; 


L.  M. 


Yet  he  that  hath  in  anguish  knelt 
Is  not  forsaken  by  his  God. 
4  'Tis  midnight;  and  from  ether  plains 
Is  borne  the  song  that  angels  know; 
Unheard  by  mortals  are  the  strains 
That  sweetly  soothe  the  Saviour's  woe. 


q10  Father  may 

1  Father  may  we  ask  a  blessing 

From  thy  gracious  throne  to-day 
On  our  number  here  assembled, 

And  the  cause  for  which  we  pray 
While  in  concert  we  adore  thee. 

For  the  precious  means  of  grace. 
We  would  plead  for  heathen  nations. 

Those  who  never  sought  thy  face. 

2  Could  they  feel  thy  pard'ning  mercy, 

Could  they  taste  ithy  love  so  free, 
They  would  leave  their  senseless  idols, 
They  would  worship  only  theo, 


We  ask  a  blessing.    (Music  on  page  146.) 

Bring,  0  bring  them,  wo  implore  thc«», 
To  the  pure  and  perfect  way. 

Break  the  cruel  chain  that  binds  theia 
Turn  their  darkness  into  day. 

3  Send  thy  gospel  o'er  the  billow, 

Let  thy  joyful  tidings  roll, 
Like  a  va6t  and  boundless  river, 

Spreading  wide  from  pole  to  poln, 
Aid  thy  servants  in  their  labor, 

Strengthen  every  pious  heart. 
Give  them  zeal  and  heavenly  wisdom, 

In  thy  work  to  bear  a  part. 


148  CAROL,  BROTHERS,  CAROL.    Christmas. 

Arranged  by  JAS.  A.  JOHNSON.  Words  and  Music  by  permission  of  Rev.  W.  A.  Ml/rlLEXBEHG,  D.I>. 


SE.MI-CUOBUS. 


Oa-rol,  brothers,  ca-rol, 

INSTR. 
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Ca-  rol  joy-ful-  ly, 


Carol  the  good  tidings,  Carol  mer  ri  -  ly. 


Carol,  brothers,  ca-  rol, 


Ca-rol  joyful-  ly, 


Carol  the  good  tidings,    Carol  mer-ri-  ly;    And 
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pray  a  gladsome  Christmas.  For  all  good  christian  men. 


Carol,  brothers,  carol,  Christmas  day  a  -  gain. 
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1  Ca-  rol,  bnt    in  gladness.  Not   in  songs  of  earth,  On  the  Saviour's  birthday  Hallowed  be  our  mirth; 

2  At    thenier-  ry    ta  -  ble  Think  of  thosewho're  none,  '1  he  orphan  and  the  widow,  Hungry  and  a  •  lone; 

3  Listening  an-gel  mu  -  sic,  Discord  sure  must  eease,  Who  dare  hate  his  brother,  On  thisday  of  peace? 

4  Let  our  hearts  responding  To    the  seraph    band,  Wisli  this  morning's  sunshine,  Bright  in  ev'ry  land; 
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CAROL,  BROTHERS,  CAROL.    Concluded. 
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Wuilea  thousand  blessings  Fill  our  hearts  with  glee,     Christmas  day  will  keep  The  feast  of  chnri  -  ly. 
Bonnti-fui  your  offerings    'J'o  the  altar  bring,       Let  the  poor  and  needy  Christinas-enrols  sing. 
Whiletheheav'nsare  telling     To  mankind,  good  will,         Only  love  and  kindness  Ev  -  ery  ho-som  fill. 
Word  and  deed  and  prayer  Speed  the  grateful  sound,    Telling  "merry  Christmas"  All  the  world  around. 
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LORD,  ABIDE  WITH 
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IB  E.       From  "  ITallowed  Songs,"  by  permission. 
■A-l,    ,     Nh .    1    I, 


1  Jt-  sus,  Saviour  !  hear  my  call.  Sinful  though  my  heart  may  be 

2  Lonely  in_    a  stranger  land,  Cast  me   not  away  from  thee  ; 
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SEE 


;  Thou,  my  life,  my  hope,  my  all,  Lord,  abide  with  me 
Lead  me  by  thy  gen-tle  hand,  Lord,  abide  with  m* 
I 


MS5 

3  Thou  hnst  died  the  lost  to  save, 

Died  to  Bet  the  captive  free; 
Thou  didst  triumph  o'er  the  grave, 
Lord,  abide  with  me. 

4  Fill  me  with  thy  love  divine, 

Consecrate  mv  life  to  thee; 
Bend  my  stubborn  will  to  thine, 
Lord,  abide  with  me. 


5  When  the  shades  of  death  prevail, 
Father,  let  me  cling  to  tlu'o; 
When  1  pass  the  gloomy  vail, 
Lord,  abide  with  me. 
C  Then,  oh,  then,  my  raptured  soul 
Heaven's  eternal  rest,  shall  see; 
There,  while  endless  ages  roll, 
Live  and  reign  with  me. 
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JESUS,  WE  THY  LAMBS  WOULD  BE. 


C.  A.  MARVIN". 


1     Je  -  6us     we  thy  lambs  would  be,      Humbly   we  would  fol  -  low  thee,     Wait-ing      for  the 

i  V   '    N 

joy-  ful  day.  When  all  care  will  pass  a-way,  When  the  reaping  time  shall  come,  And  angels  shout  tb« 
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harv-esthome,  When  the  reaping  time  shall  come,  And   an-gelsshoutthe  harv-est 


;he  harv-est        how. 
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2  Now  the  field  with  grain  is  white, 
Now  the  day  is  dawning  bright  — 
Brighter  far  the  sky  will  be, 
When  our  Master  we  shall  see, 

When  the  reaping  time,  <feo. 


3  May  we  wait,  and  watch,  and  pray, 
For  the  coming  of  that  day, 
When  the  wheat  shall  sifted  be, 
And  the  chaff  be  driv'n  from  thee, 
When  the  reaping  time,  «fcc. 


1  Lift  your  oyos  of  faith,  and  see 

Saints  and  angels  joined  in  one; 
What  a  countless  company 

Stand  before  yon  dazzling  throne! 
Each  before  his  Saviour  stands, 

All  in  milk-white  robes  arrayed; 
Palms  they  carry  in  their  hands, 

Crowns  of  glory  on  their  head. 

2  Saints,  begin  the  endless  song; 

Cry  aloud,  in  heavenly  lays — 
Glory  doth  to  God  belong; 

Cod  the  glorious  Saviour  praise  ; 


7s. 


15  J 


All  salvation  from  Him  came — 

Him  who  reigns  enthroned  on  high; 
Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lain!) — 

Let  the  morning  stars  reply. 
3  Angel  powers  the  throne  surround  ; 

Next  the  saints  in  glory,  they; 
Lulled  with  the  transporting  sound, 

They  their  silent  homage  pay; 
Prostrate  on  their  face,  before 

God  and  His  Messiah  fall; 
Then  in  hymns  of  praise  adore — 

Shout  the  Lamb  that  died  for  all. 


WILL 


YOU  GO  ? 

4—1- 
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I,  /We're  tniv'ling  home  co  neav'n  above.  Will  you  go?  will 
I  \  To  sin):  i  he  Saviour's  (lying  love.  Will  you  go?  will  you 
D.C.  Auil  millions  uow  are  on  the  road,  Will  you  go?  willyo 


you  go?\  an<l  priests  to  God. 

go?         /  .Millions  have  reach'd  that  biest  abode,  Anointed  kings 


■»       a,-g_-g-g--g^g^g-g-,"g"4"g^f-rgT-T 
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2  We're  going  to  see  the  bleeding  Lamb, 

Will  you  go?  will  you  go? 
In  rapturous  strains  to  praise  ids  name, 

Will  you  go?  will  y<m  go? 
The  crown  oi  life  we  there  shall  wear. 
The  conquerors  palms  our  hands  shall  bear, 
And  all  the  joys  of  heaven  we'll  share; 

Will  you  go?  will  you  go? 


3  Ye  weary,  heavy-laden,  come, 

Will  you  go?  will  you  iro? 
In  the  blest  house  there  still  is  room, 

Will  you  go?  will  yon  go  ! 
The  Lord  is  waiting  to  receive, 

If  thou  wilt  on  him  now  believe. 
Ile'll  give  thy  troubled  conscience  eaa« 

Will  you  go?  will  you  go? 
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Solo.  Trio,  oa  Semi-Chorus. 


THE  ANGEL'S  SONG. 


:*^d= 
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From  the  "  GoUlen  Chair." 


1.  There's  a  son?  the  angels  sing.  And  its  notes  with  rapture  ring. Round  the  throne  whose  radiance  Gils  the  heav'ns  above, 

2.  'Tis        a  song  for  children  too  ;   To    the  .S.iviour  'tis  their  due  ;  Let   i:s    grateful    notes  as  -  oend  to   him    again; 
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ff  CHORUS. 


PP 


TV 


HLlrf     g~tr 


?3^ 


Shepherds  heard  the  distant  strain. 'Watching  on   Ju  -  de- a's  plain,  "  Glo- ry    be    to   God.     Glo  -  ry   be    to   God, 
Join     with  an  -  gels   in   their  song.  And  the  heavenly  strain  prolong,  "  Glo-  ry    be    to   God,     Glo  -  ry   be    to   God, 


—I 1 Us — rV,-J 1 1 r4_|*rJ__l_J_|_ n 


Glo- ry  be     to  God,   to  men    be  peace  and  love."  Thro'  the   earth  and    thro'  the    sky,  Let  the  anthem  ev  er   fly, 
Glo-  ry   l»e      to  God,  good  will  and  peace  to  men,"  Thro'  the   earth,  fcc. 


ig-UP* 


=!*==£ 


i — r 


Repeal  pp 


_. 1 11,1 ! 1 1—,      fc,      jl-     ■  ..■„ 


SIO 

3  Soon  around  that  throne  may  we 
With  those  happy  angels  be, 
Striking  harps  to  strains  that  nevermore  shali 
cease  : 
Mingling  love  with  loftiest  praise, 
Still  the  chorus  there  we'll  raise. 
"Glory  be  to  God,  to  iiit-n  good  will  and  peace. 
Chorus. — Through  the  earth,  tc. 
*  For  a  Concert,  a  good  effect  will  be  produced  by  having  a  choir,  out  of  sight,  sing  the  repetition  as  a  resi/onta 


"Gloiy    be    to    God  again,  Peace  on  earth,  good  will    to    men." 


St: 


HOW  BEAUTEOUS  ARE  THEIR  FEET. 


J  53 


Da.  L.  MASO'X. 


1  Ilowbennteous  are  their  feet  Whostandon   Zi-on's   hill;  Who  bring  salvation  on  theirtongues.  And 

0-      i        [»     .-.       -S-   -J-      S  •   ■*■     -*    -*• 
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words  of  pence  re -veal!  2  How  charming  is  their  voice!  Ilowsweetthetidingsare!- 
<*Xt—m m—m=^e-^^zmfz^tzz^zzzz^z-zzpz-,—J   \  ji.-  r>.zzj}-{  J       fzzzztzzzzr&zjpzzp 

_l m , u    I -a  _.» — u_«_3 


-1 1 pr 

"Zi  -  on,  bo 


hold  thy  Saviour  King;  IIereignsandtriumphshere,IIereigns, lie  reigns     and  triumphs  here." 


S17 


S  How  happy  are  our  ears, 

That  hear  this  joyful  sound  ! 
Which  kings  and  prophets  waited  for, 
And  sought,  but  never  found. 

4  Uow  Messed  are  our  eves, 

Thai  see  this  heavenly  light! 


Prophets  and  kings  desired  it  long, 
But  died  without  the  sight. 

5  The  Lord  makes  bare  his  arm 
Through  a!l  the  earth  abroad; 
Let  every  nation  now  behold 
Their  Saviour  and  their  God. 
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JESUS  MY  ALL. 


i    •    i  i 


f— «a — g- 
1  Lord,  at  thy  mercy  seat,  Humbly       I  fall,  Pleading  thy  promise  sweet,  Lord,  bear   my 

__^ — ~  —  <g m 1—. — I l^-^—p^o- 0 1 1 1 — ,,-« — -v 1—,  —I fi-t 
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Now  let  thy  work  begin,  Oh,  make  me  pure  within,  Cleanse  me  from  every  sin,   Je 


2  Tears  of  repentant  grief 

Silently  fill 
Help  thou  my  unTjelief, 

Hear  thou  my  call. 
Oh.  how  I  pine  for  thee, 
'Tis  all  my  hope,  1113*  plea, 
Jesus  has  died  for  inc, 

Jesus,  my  all. 

1  I'm  but  a  stranger  hero: 
Heaven  is  my  home, 
Earth  is  a  desert  drear: 
Heaven  is  my  home. 
Danger  an<l  sorrow  stand 
Hound  me  on  every  hands 
Heaven  is  my  Father  land — 
Heaven  is  nj  y  home. 


3  Hark!  how  the  words  of  love     4  Still  at  thy  mercy  seat 


Tender!}7  fall, 
Ere  to  the  realms  above, 

Heard  is  my  call. 
Now  every  doubt  has  flown, 
Broken  my  heart  of  stone, 
Lord,  I  am  thine  alone, 

Jesus,  my  all. 

6s  &  4s. 

2  What  though  the  tempests  rage : 

Heaven  is  my  home; 
Short  is  my  pilgrimage: 

Heaven  is  my  home ; 
And  time's  wild,  wintry  blast 
Soon  will  be  over  past, 
I  shall  reach  home  at  last — 

Heaveu  is  my  home. 


Humbly  I  fall, 
Pleading  thy  promise  sweet, 

Heard  is  my  call. 
Faith  wings  my  soul  to  thee, 
This  all  my  hope  shall  be, 
Jesus  has  died  for  me, 

Jesus,  my  all. 


3  Therefore  I  ranrmur  not : 
Heaven  is  my  home  ; 
Whateer  m}-  earthly  lot, 

Heaven  is  my  home  ; 
And  I  shall  snrely  stand 
There  at  the  Lords  right  hand: 
Heaven  is  my  Father  land — 
Heaven  is  my  home. 


I  WANT  TO  BE  AN  ANGEL.    7s  &  6s. 
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1      /I    want   to     be    an     an   -  gel.  And  with    the     an  -  gels  stand,  \ 

\    A  crowu  up  -  on    my   fore -head,  A    harp  with  -  in      my  hand  ; /There,  right  be-fore  my 


ht^^f 


»-r-S»- 

:p_-LT: 


Saviour,  so  glorious  and  so  bright,  I'd  wake  the  sweetest  mu-  6ic,  and  praise  him  witb  delight. 


mmf^m^^m^^H^^^0 


2  I  never  should  be  weary, 

Nor  ever  shed  a  tear, 
Nor  ever  know  a  sorrow, 

Nor  ever  feel  a  fear; 
But  blessed,  pure  and  holy. 

-1*1  dwell  in  Jesus'  sight. 
And  with  ten  thousand  thousands 

Id  praise  him  with  delight. 

3  I  know  I'm  weak  and  sinful, 

Jiut  Jesus  will  forgive, 
For  many  little  children 

Il^ve  tfoue  to  heaven  to  lire, 


7s.  &  6s. 


Dear  Saviour,  when  I  languiuh, 
And  lay  me  down  to  die, 

0,  send  a  shining  angel 
To  bear  ne  to  the  sky. 

0,  there  I'll  be  an  angel, 

And  with  the  angels  stand, 
A  crown  upon  mv  forehead, 

A  harp  within  my  hand  ; 
And  there  before  mv  Saviour, 

So  glorious  and  sn  bright, 
I'll  join  the  heavenly  innsie, 

And  praise  him  with  delight 
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WHEN  THE  MORNING  LIGHT. 


=*=£* 
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"-* — -5- — -5^ 
.  /  When  the morn-ing  lightdrivesa- way  the  night,  With  the  sun     so      brightnnanill,    \ 
\    And     it  draws  its    line  near  the  hour    of  nine,  111     a- way  tothe  Sabbath-School,  / 

(On      the  fros  -  ty  dawn  of      a     winter's  morn,  When  the  earth  is  wrapped  in  snow,    \ 
Or      the  summer  breeze  plays  around  the  trees,  To   the  Sab  -  bath  School  1     go  ;    / 


U^U- » ^— » * ht--- — * S * - 


__      1         ,  _  ^.—  jj,       -  -    —,.- 
therewe    all     a  -  gree,  All  with  happy  hearts  and  free,  And    I    love    to     ear  -  ly     be 
ho-  )y  day  has  come,  And  the  Sabbath  breakers  roam,  I      delight  to    leave  my  bom 


For  'tis 
When  the 

i 


At    (lie 
e,  For  the 


g?-=*=- 


7=^t£ 


zz&=&=&=&: 


-J2^-. 


All. 


„  «—     -.         0IR"'       v  BOYS.  flIRLS. 

Sabbath  School ;  Til      a- way]    a- war!  I'll      a-way!   a -way!  I'll     a-way    to  Sabbath  School. 


E^E^£ 


=P=q=: 


3  In  the  class  I  meet  with  the  friend*  I  greet 
At  the  time  of  morning  prayer; 
And  our  hearts  we  raise  in  a  hymn  jf  praise, 
For  'lis  always  pleasant  there; 
in  the  Bunk  of  holy  truth, 
Full  of  counsel  and  reproof, 
We  behold  the  guide  of  youth, 
At  the  Sabbath-School:    I'll  away!  ifcc. 


4  May  the  dews  of  grace  fill  the  hallow'd  place, 
And  the  sunshine  never  fail, 
While  each  blooming  rose,  which  in  memory  grows,  ■ 
Shall  a  sweet  perfume  exhale: 
When  we  mingle  here  no  more, 
lint  have  met  on  Jordan's  shore, 
Wc  will  talk  of  moments  o'er. 
At.the  Sabbath-School :     111  away !  &e. 


THE  SAVIOUR'S  PRAISE.    8sJb7s  . 


Chetrfully, 
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C.  A.  MARTIN. 


.11  I 

2S2  1.  Here  we  throng  to  praise  the  Saviour,  Cheerful  -  ly    our  voi  -  ces  raise;  ITe     who  died  for 

2.  Let    us  love  him  and      adore  him,  In      our  days  of  fee  -  hie  youth  ;  May  we    ev  -  er 

3.  If      our  sins  aro  all        forgiv  -  en,  We    may  read  our  ti  -  ties  clear,  To       e  -ter  -  nal 


=d=3 


d=r± 
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our      behav  -  ior,  Says  he  will     ac  -  cept  our  praise.  Hin-der  not     the  young  from  coming, 
walk    before  him,  In     the  glorious  paths  of  truth.     Let     us  nev  -  er  grieve  the  Saviour, 
joy       fn  heaven,     Far  beyond    this  earthly  sphere.    In    that  blest    a  -  bode    of     glo  -  ry 

z~  ff— *-t-3-*— *=?2— ; — c- -i-TT     |- — a»— F|— ^-j?-j y4-|-=^p^— pH 
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1 
For     of  such  the  Saviour  said,  Iscomposedmy  heavenly  kingdom,  'Tis  a  rapturous  thought  indeed. 
Who  has  died  our  souls  to  win;  Let    us  eT  -  er    seek  his  favor,  Shunning  all  the  paths  of  sin. 
We  may  join  the  an  -  gel  throng;  Jesus' love  shall  be  the  sto-ry  Of     our  never  ending  song. 
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BONUM  EST  CONFITERI    (CHAOT,  No.  3.) 


j§rJ2-j=-gi==— |L' 


B=£ 


L_. 


MORNINGTON. 
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1.  It  is  a  good  thing  to  give  thanks  un  -  |  to  •  the  |  Lord,  ||  and  to  sing  praises   unto  thy  |  name, 

.  O  |  Most  |  Highest 

2.  To  tell  of  tliy  loving  kindness  early   |    in  •  the  |  morning,  ||  and  of  thy  |  truth  *  in  the  |  night  | 

season. 

3.  Upon  an  instrument  of  ten  strings,  and  up  -  |  on  •  the  |  lute,  ]|  upon  a  loud  instrument,   |  and 

•  up  -  |  on  •  the  |  harp. 

4.  For  tlmu.  Lord,  hast  made  me  clad  |  through'  •  thy  |  works,  ||  and  I  will  rejoice  in  giving  praise 

K/r  tin;  npor  -  |  a  •  tions  |  of  •  thy  |  hands. 

5.  Glory  l>e  t<>  the  Father.  |  and  •  to  the  |  Son,  ||  and  |  to  •  the  |  ITo  -  •  Iv  |  Ghost. 

6.  As  it  wji.s  in  th'i  beginning,  is  now,  and  |  ev  -  -  cr  |  shall  be,  ||  world  with  -  I  out  •  end.  I  A  -  | 


CHRISTIAN  VICTOR.    10s. 
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Joyfully,   joyfu'ly  onward  I  move,  Bound  to  the  land  of  bright  spirits  above ;  \  Soon  with  my  pilgrim  age 
Au-  irci-ic  choristers  sing  as    1  come,  Joyfully,  joyfully  haste  to  thy  home!  /  Home  to  the  land  of  bright 

._.  .m-  *  -m-  -*■    m  «-  +  -,  .       _L  _t  1  111 
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ended     below,  \ 

spirits     I    go;/'    Pilgrim  and  stranger  no  more  shall  I  roam  ;  Joyfid-ly,  joyful-  ly,  resting  at  home. 
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1  Joyfully,  joyfully  onward  I  move. 
Bound  to  the  land  of  bright  spirits  above, 
Angelic  choristers,  sing  as  I  come — 
Joyfully,  joyfully  haste  to  thy  home ! 
Soon  Willi  my  pilgrimage  ended  below, 
Home  to  th    land  of  bright  spirits  I  go; 
Pilgrim  and  stranger  no  more  shall  I  roam : 
Joyfully,  joyfully  resting  at  home. 

2  Friends,  fondly  cherished,  have  passed  on  before ; 
Waiting,  they  watch  me  approaching  the  shore  ; 
Singing  to  cheer  me  thro'  death's  chilling  gloom  ; 
Joyfully,  joyfully  haste  to  thy  home ! 


10s. 


Sounds  of  sweet  melody  fall  on  my  ear ; 
Harps  of  the  blessed  3"onr  voices  i  hear! 
Rings  with  the  harmony  heaven's  high  doine — 
Joyfully,  joyfully  haste  to  thy  home, 
3  Death,  with  thy  weapons  of  war  lay  me  low, 
Strike,  Icing  of  terrors!  1  fear  not  the  Mow; 
Jesus  hath  broken  the  bars  of  the  tomb! 
Joyfully,  joyfully  will  I  go  home. 
Bright  will  the  morn  of  eternity  dawn, 
Death  shall  be  banished,  his  scepter  be  gone; 
Joyfully,  then,  shall  I  witness  his  doom, 
Joyfully,  joyfully,  safely  ut  home. 
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AMSTERDAM.    7s  &  6s. 
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T  /  Rise,  my  soul,  and  stretch  thy  wings,  Thy  better  portion  trace;  \ 
\  Rise,  from  transitory  things,  Toward  heav"n,  thy  native  place.  /Sun,  andmoon,and  stars  de-cay, 


*-     *- 
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Time  6hall  soon  this  earth  remove;  Rise, my  soul,  andhaste  a  -  way  To  seats  prepared  a-bove, 


A     A      A      i 
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7s  &  6s. 


Rivers  to  the  ocean  run, 

Nor  stay  in  all  their  course ; 
Fire  ascending,  seeks  the  sun, 

Both  speed  them  to  their  source ; 
So  a  soul  that's  born  of  God, 

Pants  to  see  His  glorious  face, 
Upward  tends  to  His  abode, 

To  rest  in  His  embrace. 


3  Cease,  ye  pilgrims,  cease  to  mourn, 

Press  onward  to  the  prize  ; 
Soon  our  Saviour  will  return 

Triumphant  in  the  skies ; 
There  we'll  join  the  heavenly  train, 

Welcomed  to  partake  the  bliss  ; 
Fly  from  sorrow,  and  from  pain, 

To  realms  of  endless  peace. 


S36        7s  &  6s. 

1  Time  is  winging  vis  away 
To  our  eternal  home  ; 

Life  is  but  a  winter's  day — 
A  journey  to  the  tomb ;       ' 

Youth  and  v  igor  soon  will  C;e,  | 


Blooming  beauty  lose  its  cbarms  ; 
All  that's  mortal  soon  shall  be 
Inclosed  in  death's  cold  arms. 

2  Time  is  bearing  us  aw;iy 
To  our  eternal  homo ; 

HAPPY  LAND.    6s  &  4s. 


iGl 

Life  is  but  a  winter's  day — 
A  journey  to  the  tomb ; 

But  the  saints  shall  soon  enjoy 
Life — immortal  life  above. 

Where  no  worldly  griefs  annoy, 
"Where  Jesus  reigns  in  love. 

Hindostan  Air. 


There      is      a    hap  -  py  land,    Far,  far        a  -  way,    \ 

Where  saints  in  glo  -  ry  stand,  Bright,  bright  as    day.    /  Oh,  how  they  sweet  -  ly 


sing, 
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Worthy      is     our    Saviour  King,  Loud    let  his     praises   ring,  Praise,  praise  for  aye! 

■*•         -M-         ■»-        ♦  I 
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«ST    6s&4s. 

2  Come  to  that  happy  land, 

Come,  come  away, 
Why  will  ye  doubting  stand, 

Why  stall  delay? 
Oh,  we  shall  happy  be, 


When,  from  sin  and  sorrow  free, 
Lord,  we  shall  live  with  thee, 
Blest,  blest  for  aye! 

3  Bright,  in  that  happy  land, 
Beams  every  eye ; 


Kept  by  a  Father  s  hand, 

Love  cannot  die. 
Oh,  then  to  glory  run, 
Be  a  crown  and  kingdom  won; 

IAnd  bright  above  the  sun, 
We  reign  for  aye. 


162 


WATCHMAN,  TELL  ME. 


DIALOGUE. 


•■=M-j *»— --N fr>4— N-A S — ^-f -■ 1. H      1— fH- 

a^-g—- — a* e*  — -s*-^— :gr— «^— ^H^jry- :g— g— V     42. a_ 


From  the 


Golden  Censer." 


- — » — 1© — a»— 1 


,   (  Watchman,  toll       mo,    docs   the 
"  (   Have  the  signs     that  mark   its 


morning 

coiu-iug 


Of    fair    Zi  -  on's  plo  -  ry    dawn?) 
Yet   up  -  on      thy  pathway  shone?  j     Pilgrim,   yesl     a  -  risn,  look 


71 1 ? 1 e^~i? 

round  thee  Light  is  breaking  in  the 

2.  Watchman,  see,  the  light  is  beaming, 

Brighter  still  upon  the  "way ; 
Signs  through  all  the  earth  are  gleaming. 

Omens  of  the  coming  day 
"When  the  Jubal  trumpet  sounding, 

Shall  awake  from  earth  and  sea, 
And  the  saints  of  God  now  sleeping, 

Clad  io  immortality. 
$.   Watchman,  hail,  the  light  ascending, 

Of  the  grand  Sabbatic  year ; 
All  with  voices  loud  proclaiming 

That  the  kingdom's  very  near: 
Pilgrim,  yes,  I  see  just  yonder, 

Canaan's  glorious  heights  arise, 
Salem  too  appears  in  grandeur, 

Towering  'neath  its  sun-lit  skies. 


Gird  thy  bridal  robes  around  thee,  Morning  dawns,  a- rise,  a 

■(*- '    ta  -a-   m     -&■  -p-  . 
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Watchman,  in  the  golden  city, 

Seated  on  His  jasper  throne, 
Zion's  king  enthroned  in  beauty, 

Reigns  in  peace  from  zone  to  zone : 
There  on  sun-lit  hills  and  mountains, 

Golden  beams  serenely  glow ; 
Purling  streams  and  crystal  fountains, 

On  whose  banks  sweet  fiow'rets  blow. 
Watchman,  see,  the  land  is  nearing, 

With  its  vernal  fruits  and  flowers, 
On  just  yonder,  O  how  cheering 

Bloom  forever  Eden's  bowers  1 
Hark  !  the  choral  strains  are  ringing, 

Wafted  on  the  balmy  air, 
See  the  millions,  hear  them  singing, 

Soon  the  pilgrim  will  be  there. 


rise! 


THE    BETTER    LAND.       From  the  ' 'Golden  Chain ." 

'BUT   NOW   THET    DESIRE   A   BEITiK   COU.NTRT,    THAT   13   AN   HEAVENLY. "—  Paid 

CIIOKUS. 

-1 , h, Kr-\ * V Kr-A 5W-J* l*S~l ^ 
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-■'/  Boys.  "Whither,  pilgrims,  are  you  goiDg,  Going  each  with  staff  ;n  hand?    \ 
\  Girls  We  are  going    on    a  journey,      Going    at    our  kings  command  ;  /Over  hills,  and  plains,  and 
Boys.  Fear  ye  not  the  way  so  lonely,      You,  a  lit  -  tie,   feeble    band?   \ 
1  irls.  No,  for  friends  unseen  are  near  us, Holy    an-  gels  round  us  stand  ;   /  Christ  our  leader,  walks  be- 


31=^ 


-r> — V 


val-  leys, 
side   us, 


We  are    go  -  ing   to   his    pa-  lace,  We  are    go  -  ing   to    his     pal- ace,    Go-ing 
He  will  guard,  and  He  v/ill  guide  us.    He  will  guard,  and  He  will  guide  us.  Guide  us 


to      the  bet-  tcr   land ;    We  are    go  -  ing  to   his     pal-  ace,   Going     to 
to      that  better    land;    He    will  guard  and  he  will  guide  us,  Guide  us    to 


the   better 
the    better 


land, 
land. 


gillE 
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8  Boys.  Tell  me,  pilgrims,  what  you  hope  for 
In  that,  far-off,  better  J  and? 
Girls.  Spotless  robes  and  crowns  of  glory 

From  a  Saviour's  loving  hand  ; 
All.     We  shall  drink  of  life's  clear  river 
We  shall  dwell  with  God  forever, 
We  shall  dwell  with  God  forever 
In  that  bright,  that  better  land. 


Boys.  Pilgrims,  may  we  travel  iritli  yon 
To  that  bright  and  better  land  ? 
Girls.  Come  and  welcome,  come  and  welcome, 

Welcome  to  our  pilgrim  band. 
All.     Come.  O  come!  and  do  not  leave  us, 
Christ  is  waiting  to  receive  us, 
Christ  is  waiting  to  receive  us, 
In  that  bright,  that  better  land. 
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I  OUGHT  TO  LOVE  MY  MOTHER.    7s  &  6s. 


From  "  Golden   Chain,"  by  permission. 


IP^Ii§§P^PPPf#illlPPPI 


1  I  ought  lo  love  my  mother,     She  loved  me  long  a  -  go,        There  is    on  earth  no    other     That  ev  -  er  loved  me    so. 


When    a  weak  babe,  much  tri-al      I  caused  her,  and  much  care ; 

trr*--— I— c^r 


I       N   l  -*- 


For    mo    no  self-  de  -  ni  •  al,     Nor    la  -  bor  did  she  spare. 
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7s  &  6s. 


2  When  in  my  cradle  lying 

Or  on  her  loving  breast, 
She  gently  hushed  my  crying, 

And  rock'd  her  babe  to  rest; 
When  any  thing  has  ail'd  me, 

To  her  I  told  my  grief; 
Her  fond  love  never  fail'd  me 

In  finding  some  relief. 

3  What  sight  is  that  which,  near  me, 

Makes  home  a  happy  place, 
Ami  lias  ouch  power  to  cheer  mo? — 
It  is  my  mother's  face. 


rr 
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What  sound  is  that  which  ever 

Makes  my  young  heart  rejoice 
With  tones  that  tire  me  never? — 

It  is  my  mother's  voice. 
4  When  she  is  ill,  to  tend  her, 

My  daily  care  shall  be : 
Such  help  as  I  can  render 

Will  all  be  joy  to  me. 
Though  I  can  ne'er  repay  her 

For  all  her  tender  care, 
I'll  honor  and  obey  her 

While  God  our  lives  shall  spare. 


BEAUTIFUL  ZION. 


1G5 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY.     From  the  "Day  Sprin<r."     By  permis-ion. 


1  Beauti  -  ful     Zi    -  on       built  a  -   bove,         Beauti  -  ful     ci   -   ty       that  1        love, 

I*     I*     ^     J-            -JR      *■     ^DS  '                                       «  •     J""*  r~^  I 
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Beauti  -  ful   gates    of 


pear- ly      white,      Bcau-ti  -  ful    tem-  pie — God    its       liglit; 


lie   who  was  slain 
>"     h .   '  h     J  . 
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Opens  those    pearly      gates    to       me. 
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2  Beautiful  heaven,  where  all  is  light, 
Beautiful  angels,  clothed  in  white, 
Beautiful  strains  that  never  tire, 
Beautiful  harps  through  all  the  choir; 
There  shall  I  join  the  chorus  sweet, 
Worshiping  at  the  Saviour's  feet. 
Beautiful  crowns  on  even-  brow, 
Beautiful  palms  the  conquerors  6how, 
Beautiful  robes  the  ransomed  wear, 


Beautiful  all  who  enter  there  : 
Thither  I  press  with  eager  feet, 
There  shall  my  rest  be  long  and  sweet. 
Beautiful  throne  of  Christ  our  King, 
Beautiful  songs  the  angels  sing, 
Beautiful  rest,  all  wanderings  cease, 
Beautiful  home  of  perfect  peace; 
There  shall  my  eves  the  Saviour  see, 
Haste  to  this  heave' \ly  home  with  me. 
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GLORY  TO  THE  FATHER  GIVE. 


Itev.  W.  H.  Cooke.    From  "  Palm  Leaves,''  by  permisjion. 


'QQO    !  I  '  I  t**-*-  III' 


1.  Glo-ry     to    the    F.a-ther,  give,     God,  in  whom  we  move  and  live,  Children's  prayer  she 

2.  Glo-ry     to    the    Ho  -  ly  Ghost,     He     reclaims  the    sin- ner   lost,    Children's  minds  may 

.  — f-^-rf—-?— -g— rf-f— f — f-T-!0 — f— k— rf— f— r— t- 
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deignsto  hear,  Children 'ssongsdelighthis  eai%    Glo-ry  to  the  Son  we  bring,  Christ  our  Prophet, 
he    inspire,  Touch  their  tongues  with  holy  fire,  Glo-ry  in  the  highest  be,     To   the    bles-sed 


ol— H 1 j 1 — x ^~-L-0— 0 — 0 _e_i_^_.t_e — & 1  j 


r~  i — i — i —   ~= — »—»—0 — 0-     ^ 

Priestand  King;  Children,  raise  your  sweetest  strain,    To    the  Lamb,  for       he 


§ 


was  slain. 
Trin  -  i  -  ty,     For    the  Cos- pel  from   a  -  bove,      For  the  word  that     God       in   love, 
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THE  BRIGHT  CROWN. 
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Tal  -  iant     sol  -  dicrs 
in        this     world  you 


Wif.  B.  BRADBURY. 

I  P""!        /tea.  i  CHORUS.    . 


of 

suf 


the     crocs,     Ye    bap  -  py 
fer      loss,  You'll  reach  fair 


rt: 


er  mind  the  scoffs  nor 


mil  ;   V 
land;    /  Let    us 


the  frowns  of     the  world.  For  we've  all  got    the  cross  to  bear  ■ 
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will     on-    ly  make  the  crown  the    brighter  to  shine,  When  we  have  the  crown  to   wear. 
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ii  .All  eartlily  pleasures  we'll  forsake, 
When  heaven  appears  in  view, 
In  Jesus'  strength  we'll  undertake 
To  fight  our  passage  through.     Cfio. 


*$=&= 


3  O  what  a  glorious  shout  there'll  T)e, 
When  we  arrive  at  home, 
Our  friends  and  Jesus  we  shall  see. 

And  God  shall  say,  "Well  done."     Cho 


108 


HYMN  ANTHEM. 


J.  ZUNDEL.     By  permission. 


Soprano  and  Alto  Solo. 


1.  Christian,     the  morn  breaks  sweetly      o'er  thee,    And  all    the    mid  -  night  sha  -  dowa  flee, 
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Tinged  are   the    dis  -    tant  shies  with  glo  -  ry,       A     bea- con   light   hung  out    for     thee 


as 
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A-rise,    a -rise!  the  light  breaks  o'er  thoe,  Thy  name  is  graven  on  the  throne;  Thy  home  is  in    the 
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world  of    glo  -  ry,  Where  thy  Redeemer  reigns  a  -  lone,    Where  thy  Redeem-  er  reigns  a  -  lone 


Female  "Voice,"?. 


HYMN  ANTHEM.    Continued. 
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2.  Tossed  on  time's  rude,  re  -   lentless   surges, 


=  4J22 


1^3 


Calm  -  ly,  composed    and  dauntless  stand,    For 


£i3 
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lo!         beyond      those  scenes  e  -   merges       The  light    that  bounds  the    prom-ised   land. 
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Behold,  behold,  the  land  is  nearing.Where  the  wild  sea-storm's  rage  is  o'er;  Hark!  how  the  heav'nly 
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host  are  cheering,  See  in  what  throngs  they  range  the  shore!  See  in  what  thrones  they  rargc  the  shore! 
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f  Mat.e  Voices. 


HYMN  ANTHEM.    Concluded. 

dolr-e. 


:i*r 


3.  Cheer  np!  cheer  up!   the  day  breaks  o'er  thee,    Bright  fis    the    summer's  noon-tide   ray;      The 
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star  gem'd  crowns  and  realms  of    glo  -  ry      In  -  vite      thy    hap  -  py        soul       a  -      way. 
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CHORUS. 
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A- way,    a -way  Heave  all  for  glo -ry,  Thy  name  is  graven  on  the  throne;  Thy  home  is  in    that 
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world  of    glo  -  ry,  Where  thy  Redeemer  reigns  a  -  lone,    Where  thy  Redeem- er  reigns  a  -  lone 
-Hi*.. 
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J.  W.  DADMCV. 
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HOMEWARD  BOUND. 
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.{    Out  on  an    o  -  eean  all  boundless  we   ride,  We're  homeward  hound,  homeward  bound ;  \ 
\  Tossed  on  the  waves  of   a  rough,  restless  tide,  We're  homeward  bound,  homeward  bonnd ;  / 

Tg     .  -m-  -a-     -jB-  -gr-».\  ■£&    55; 


Tossed  on  the  waves  of   a  rough,  restless  tide,  We're  homeward  bound,  homeward  bonnd; /Far  from  the  safe,  qui- ct    har-bor  we  rodo. 


wimm^mmmmm^mmm^^ 
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Seek-ing  onr  Fa-ther's  ce  -lcs-tial  a -bode,    Promise  of  which  on  ns  each  he    bc-stowed,  We're  homeward  bound,  homeward  boand. 
N    fc  J      f»  _.  _     _£*=.:*:  :J2:      tL  XJ^.  :gi    iff:"   «    -«. 

limll 


234 

2  Wildly  the  storm  sweeps  us  on  as  it  roars ; 

We're  homeward  bound  ; 
Look!  yonder  lie  the  bright  heavenly  shores, 

We're  homeward  bound ; 
Steady!  O  pilot!  stand  firm  at  the  wheel, 
Steady,  we  soon  shall  outweather  the  gale, 
Oh!  how  we  fly  'neatli  the  loud  creaking  sail. 

We're  homeward  bound. 

3  We'll  tell  the  world  as  we  journey  along, 

We're  homeward  bound  ; 
Tr}-  to  persuade  them  to  enter  our  throng, 
We're  homeward  bound; 


Come,  trembling  sinner,  forlorn  and  oppressed, 
Join  in  our  number,  O  come  and  be  ble6t; 
Journey  with  us  to  the  mansions  of  rest, 
We're  homeward  bound. 

4  Into  the  harbor  of  heaven  now  we  glide, 

We"re  home  at  last; 
Softly  we  drift  on  its  bright  silver  tide, 

We're  home  at  last ; 
Glory  to  God!  all  our  dangers  are  o'er; 
We  stand  secure  on  the  glorified  shore, 
Glory  to  God!  we  will  shout  evermore, 

We're  home  at  last. 


172 


PRAISE  THE  LORD. 

ANTHEM. 
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Praise  the  Lord.Praisc  the  Lord.Prf.ise  the  Lord. 
Praise  the  Lord, Praise  the  Lord, Praise  the  Lord. 


~$=3=§z±%zzzgzz£=z2 

O  praise  the  Lord  when  blushing  momins"Wakes  th 
O  praise  the  Lord,  and  may  his  blessing  Guide  us  in 
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[lew; 
e  flowers  fresh  with 
the  way  of  truth  ; 


Fraiso  the  Lord, 
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Praise  him  when  revived  creation  Beams  with  beauty  fair  and  new  Pr.dse  the  Lord.Praise  the  Lord,Praisa  the  Lord  when  early 
Keep  our  feet  from  paths  of  cr-ror,  Make  us  holy  in  our  youth.  Praise  the  Lord, Praise  the  Lord,Praise  the  Lord,  ye  hosts  of 
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j  breezes  Come  so  fragrant  from  the  flowers.  Praise  the  Lord. Praise  thi-Lord, Praise  tluLnrd.ye  millions  hy  the  brookside,And  ye 
i  heaven,  Ye  angels  sing  your  sweetest  lays.  Praise  t-hc  Lord,  Prai?e  the  Lord,  Prai'se  the  Lord,  O  utter  forth  his  glo-ry,  Sound  a- 
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PRAISE  THE  LORD.    Conclude*, 
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birds  anion:?  the  bowers.  Praise  the  Lord,    Praise  the  Lord,     Praisoye  the  Lord.  Lot  even-thins:  that  hath  breath,  Praise  the 
loud  Jehovah's  praise.  Praise  tho  Lord, Praise  ye  ihe  Lord,  Let  everything  that  hath  breuth,Prui»e^iSje. 
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Praise  tlie  Lord,Praise  the  Lord, 


|   Lord,  Praise  ye  the  Lord,  Praise  the  Lord,  Praise  ye  the  Lord,  Praise  ye  tho  Lord,  Pruise  ye  tho  Lord. 

Let  everything  that  hath  breath, 
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CHANT.    Ho.  4. 
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"Thy  will  be  |  done!"||  In  devious  way 
The  hurrying  stream  of  |  life  may  |  run;  || 
Yet  still  our  grateful  hearts  shall  say,  | 
"Thy  will  be  |  done  " 


"This  prayer  will  make  it  more  divine — 
"Thy  will  be  done." 


'Thy  will  be  |  done'"l|  If  o'er  us  shine 
A  gladd'ning  and  a  |  prosperous  |  sun,  || 


"Thy  will  be  done!"||  Though  shrouded  o'er 
Our  |  path  with  |  gloom,  ||  one  comfort — one 
Is  ours: — to  breathe,  while  we  adore,  j 
;  "Thy  will  be  done." 

Close  by  repeating  the  first  two  measures.-  "  thy  wiH  be  done." 
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HERALD-ANGELS.    7s. 

+-n- 


MENDELSSOHN.    Arranged. 


1  Hark  !  the  herald-angels  sing:  ''  Glory  to  the  new-born  King  ;  Peace  on  earth,  and  mercy  mild  :  God  and  sinners  reconciled." 
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1st     I 


„  /Joy-  ful,  all      ye    nations!  riseA    /Wit 

\Juin  the  triumph   of    the  skies;/    \With  th'angel  -  ic    host  proclaim  :  Christ  is    born    in    Bethle 
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3  Hail !  the  heaven-born  Prince  of  Peace ! 
Hail  !  the  Sun  of  righteousness! 
Light  and  life  to  all  He  brings, 

Risen  with  healing  in  His  wings. 

4  Let  us  then  with  angels  sing  : 
"  Glory  to  the  new-born  King  ; 
Peace  on  earth,  and  mercy  mild  ; 
God  and  sinners  reconciled." 

J33G  7s. 

1  Children  of  the  heavenly  King, 
As  ye  journey,  sweetly  sing  ; 
Sing  your  Saviour's  worthy  praise, 
Glorious  in  his  works  and  ways. 

2  Ye  are  traveling  home  to  God. 
In  the  way  the, fathers  trod  ; 


They  are  happy  now — and  ye 
Soon  their  happiness  shall  see. 

3  Shout,  ye  little  flock,  and  blest  ; 
You  on  Jesus'  throne  shall  rest : 
There  your  seat  is  now  prepared — 
There  your  kingdom  and  reward. 

4  Lift  your  eyes,  ye  sons  of  light ! 
Zion's  city  is  in  sight : 

There  our  endless  home  shall  bo, 
There  our  Lord  we  soon  shall  see. 

5  Fear  not,  brethren,  joyful  stand 
On  ihe  borders  of  your  land  ; 
Jesus  Christ,  your  Father's  Son, 
Bids  you  undismayed  go  on. 

6  Lord,  submissive  make  us  go, 
Gladly  leaving  all  below  ; 
Only  Thou  our  leader  he. 
And  we  still  will  follow  Thee 


CavULIFIa.       «S  X  DSi        From  "  Psalnmta,"  by  permission       1  7»J 
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1  0      sacred  Head  now  wounded,  With  grief  and  shame  wcigh'd  down ;  flow   scornful  -  Ij  sur- round  -  ed  With  thorns  thy  on- Ij  crown: 
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0    sacred  Head,  what  glo  -  r),  What  bliss  till  now  was   thine!     Yet  though  despised  amd  go  -  rj,  I    joj  to   call  thee  mine. 
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2  O  noblest  brow  and  dearest, 

In  other  days  the  world 
All  fear'd  when  Thou  appearedst; 

What  shame  on  Thee  is  hurl'd  ; 
How  art  Thou  pale  with  anguish, 

With  sore  abuse  and  scorn  ; 
How  does  that  visage  languish, 

Which  once  was  bright  as  morn. 

3  What  language  shall  I  borrow, 

To  thank  Thee,  dearest  Friend, 
For  this  Thy  dying  sorrow, 

Thy  pity  without  end! 
O  make  me  Thine  forever, 

And  should  I  fainting  be, 
Lord,  let  me  never,  never, 

Outlive  mj  love  to  Thee. 


7s  &  6s. 


4  If  I,  a  wretch,  should  leave  Thee, 

O  Jesus,  leave  not  me  ; 
In  faith  ma}-  I  receive  Thee, 

When  death  shall  set  me  free. 
When  strength  and  comfort  languisn, 

And  I  must  hence  depart, 
Release  me  then  from  anguish, 

By  thine  own  wounded  heart. 

5  Be  near  when  I  am  dying 

0,  show  Thy  cross  to  me  I 
And  for  my  succor  flying. 

Come,  Lord,  to  set  me  free. 
These  eyes  new  faith  receiving, 

From  Jesus  shall  not  move  ; 
For  he  who  dies  believing, 

Dies  safely — through  Thy  lovo. 
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CHRISTMAS  ANTHEM. 


jing,  tidings  bringing,  Chr 
blessing  oq  us  resting,    On 

Fi FT  ' 


1  I,o  !  descending,  tlie  heavens  rending.  Messengers  from  God  to  men  ;  Angels  winging,  tidings  bringing,  Christ  is  born  in 

2  Dearest  Saviour,  grant  thy     favor,  While  in  these  thy  courts  we  stay,  Thy  rich  blessing  on  us  resting,    On  this  Uappy 
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Beth-  le-hem  ;  Come  with  gladness,  and  ban-  ish  sadness,     Children,  sweet-ly  tune  your  voices.        Sing  a-loud  while 
fes-tiveday,    Bells  are  ringing,  and  birds   are  singing,   Woods  and  fields  their  tribute  bringing,  Back  the  hills  the 


heaven  re-joic  -  es  ;      Hal  -  le  -  lu-jah!     Hal  -  le  -  lu-jah!  "Peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  men."  Lift    a-loud   a 
ech  -  oes  flinging  ;      Let  our   voic-es,      swell  the    cho-rus         In      a  grate-ful  song  of  praise  ;  Joy-ful,  come  be 


Cres. 
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loft  -  y  strain,  God    is     re  -  con-ciled    to   man;Glo-ry    to    our  Saviour  King,  Heaven  and  earth  with  glory  ring, 
fore  him  now.Iiumbly     iu     liis   presence  bow,  Now   to    him  our  tribute   bring,  Lord  of  lords  and  King  of  kings 
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CHRISTMAS  ANTHEM.    Concluded. 
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Praiseliim,  Praise  him,  The  Lord  Jo  -  ho  -  rah  praise,  Praise  him,  Praise  him,  The  lord  Je-  ho  vah  praise,  Ilo  -  san  -  na!   ITo  -  san  -    na! 

Praise  him,  Praise  him,  ye  grate-ful  ehiidrcn,  praise,  Praise  him,  praise  him,  jre  gratelul  children,  praise,  Ho  -  san  -  na!   Uo-saa  -    na! 
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CHANT.    No.  5. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 
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1  With  tearful  eyes  I  look  around. 

Life  seems  .a  dark  and  |  stormy  |  sea; 
Yet,  'midst  the  gloom,  I  hear  a  sound, 
A  heavenly  |  whisper,  |  'Come  to  |  me.' 

2  It  tells  me  of  a  place  of  rest — 

It  tells  me  where  my  |  soul  ma}-  |  flee  ; 
Oh  !  to  the  weary,  faint,  oppressed, 

How  sweet  the  j  bidding,  |  'Come  to  |  me.' 

8  When  nature  shudders,  loth  to  part 
From  all  I  love,  en-  j  joj7,  and  I  see ; 


When  a  faint  ohill  steals  o'er  my  heart, 
A  sweet  voice  |  utters,  |  'Come  to  |  me,' 

4  Come,  for  all  else  must  fail  and  die, 

Earth  is  no  resting  |  place  for  |  thee , 
Heavenward  direct  thy  weeping  eye, 
I  am  thy  |  portion,  |  'Come  to  |  me.' 

5  0  voice  of  mercy!  voice  oi  iovel 

In  conflict,  grief  and  |  ago    |  ny, 
Support  me,  cheer  me  from  above! 
And  gently  |  whisper,  |  'Come  to  1  me.' 
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WORK,  FOR  THE  NIGHT  IS  COMING. 
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From  "Song  Garden,"  by  permission  of  MASON  BROTITERS. 
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1  Work,  for  the  night  is    com-  ing,  IS  ork  thro 'the  morning  hours  ;  Work,  while  the  dew  is  sparkling, 

2  Work,  for  the  night  is    com- ing,  Work  thro' the  sun- ny  noon;     Fill  brightest  hours  with  la-bor, 

.J 
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Work 'mid  springing  flowers;  Work  when  the  day  grows  brighter,  Work  in     the  glowing  sun; 
Rest  comes  sure  and  soon,  Give  ev  -  ery  fly  -  ing     min  -  ute,  Something  to  keep  in    store; 
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Work,  for  the  night  is   coming,  When  man's  work  is  done. 
Work,  for  the  night  is    coming,  When  man  works  no  more. 
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Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

Under  the  sunset  skies  ; 
While  their  bright  tints  are  glowing, 

Work,  for  daylight  flies, 
Work  till  the  last  beam  fadeth, 

Fadeth  to  shine  no  more  ; 
Work,  while  the  night  is  dark'ning, 

When  man's  work  is  o'er. 
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WE  ARE  COMING,  BLESSED  SAVIOUR 

TPorJs  by  Mrs.  Lydia  Baxter. 

From  the  "  Golden  Ceoser." 
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com  -  ing,  bless  -  cd      Sa  -  viour,     We  .ire  com -1115,     wo     are    com-ing,     Wo    hear  thy  gen  -  tie    voice. 

■0-4*-  4.-****ff*  Sf» 


£ee£- 


'^. 


J — I Oi 


:a: 


^^ 


We  are  coming,  blessed  Saviour, 

To  meet  that  happy  band, 
And  sing  with  tbem 'forever, 
And  in  thy  presence  stand 
We  are  coining,  &c. 
To  meet  that  happy  band. 

3.  Wo  are  coming,  blessed  Saviour, 
Our  Father  s  house  we  seo — 
A  glorious  mansion  ever 
i"ur  children  young  as  wo. 
Wo  are  Doming,  Ac. 
Our  Father's  house  wo  80C 


4.  We  are  coming,  blessed  Saviour, 
That  liappy  home  is  ours; 
If  here  we  gain  thy  favor 
We'll  reach  those  fragrant  bowors. 
We  are  coming,  &c. 
That  happy  home  is  ours. 

6.  We  are  coming,  blessed  Saviour, 

To  crown  our  Jesus  King, 

And  then  with  nntrels  ever 

His  praises  we  will  sing. 

We  are  comine,  &c. 

To  crown  our  Jesus  King- 


180  YOUNG  SOLDIERS  OF  THE  CROSS 

l^onis  by  Mrs.  E.  M.  Sangster. 

.,;£ . V^-J ^-^S—^ 1 1_^, *e=k 


m 


f 


qszzr;: 


-|3ZZ^J_ 


S'-pgj-i=g 


___; o«_ 


=S=5=F 


* 


>-. 


^^p 


i.  (Jo forth. roiing sol- dier    of   the    Cross,     Tlie    bat  -  tla  hour  is    nigh,      Ami    ye  have lound  the   ar-inor 
2.  Bo  watch-iul,    ar  -  my    of    the    Cross,     The   foe        is    lurk-ing  nigu:        A    soul  must  be        the  might-y 
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on.        And  sworn    to     do     or      die. 
loss,        If      but      one  sul-dier    die. 


Our   bu-gle    ne'er  shall  sound  re  -  treat     While    Je   -    stis  leads  ns 
Whene'er  you   d.iro    tho  hos-lile  ranks,      For  -  get      not  that  with- 


on:    We  will  not  lay    our  weapons  by 
fai  There  hides  a  most    ter-ri-fie    foe, 
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Un  -  til      we  wear  the  crown. 
The    wi  -  ley  "in-bred   sin." 


A  bcau-ii-fnl   crown   is  waiting'foi 
A  beau-ti-ful   crown  is  wailing,  &e 

— (aci=^_i — m-t*z\ 


you,    Far    a- w;iy  in  the  promis'd  land;  A  beautiful   crown    is  wailing  for    uie,     Fara-wa 
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in  the  promis'd  land. 
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3  On  gnard,  voting  soldier  of  the  Cross, 
Through  all  the  weary  night, 
With  praise  and  prayer  relieve  your  care, 

And  keep  your  armor  bright; 
Your  Jesns  o.ice.  "without  the  camp," 

bought  liberty  for  you  ; 
Then  bravely  fight  for  truth  and  right, 
And  keep  your  crown  in  view. 
A  beautiful  crown  is  waiting,  <fec. 


Rejoice,  young  soldier  of  the  Cross, 

The  victory  is  sure; 
The  harp,  the  palm,  are  waiting  all 

Who  to  the  end  endure  : 
Your  weary  feet  shall  walk  the  street 

All  paved  with  gold,  on  high  ; 
And  he  who  wore  a  crown  nf  thorns, 

Will  crown  you  in  the  sky. 

A  beautiful  crown  is  waiting,  <ke. 


ROWLEY. 


Da.  L.  MASON,  by  permission. 
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I   How     hap-py  are   they  Who  the  Saviour    o  -  bey  And  have  laid  up  tlieir  treasure  above  !  Oh  !  what  tongue  can  ex- 
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press  The  sweet  comfort  anrl  peace  Of      a     soul 


its    ear -li-  est  love?  Of     a    soul  in  its    ear-Ii-est   love? 
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2  'Twas  heaven  below 

My  Redeemer  to  know, 
And  the  angels  could  do  nothing  more 
Than  to  fall  at  his  feet, 
And  the  story  repeat. 
And  the  Lover  of  sinners  adore. 


3  Then  all  the  day  long 

Was  my  Jesus  my  song, 
And  redemption  through  faith  in  his  name: 

Oh  that  ail  might  believe, 

And  salvation  receive, 
And  their  song  and  their  joy  be  the  same  I 
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PEACEFULLY  SLEEP.    (Quartette.; 
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1  Peaceful  -  ly    lay   her  down  to  rest,  Place  the  turf  kindly  on  her  breast  ;  Sweet  is  the  slumber  beneath  the  sort. 

2  Close   to  her  loneand  narrow  house,  Gracefully  wave,  ye  willow  boughs  ;  Fiowersof  the  wildwood.  your  odors  shed 

3  Qui-   et-ly   sleep,  be-lov_-ed  one,  Rest  from  thy  toil — thy  labor  is  done  ;  Rest  till  the  truuip  from  the  opening  skies 
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While  the  pure  soul  is  resting  with  God.  Peacefully  sleep,  Peacefully  sleep,  Sleep  till  that  morning,  Peacefu 
0   -   ver  the  ho  -  ly,  beauti- ful  dead.  Peacefully  sleep,  kc. 
Bid  thee  from  dust  to  glo  -  ry  a  -  rise  !  Peacefully  sleep,  &c. 
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1  Another  fleeting  day  is  gone  ; 

Slow  o'er  the  we.4  the  shadows  rise  ; 
Swift  the  soft-stealing  hours  have  flown, 
And  night's  dark  mantle  vails  the  skies. 
Cho. — Peacefully  rest,  &c. 

2  Another  fleeting  day  is  gone  : 

In  solemn  silence  rest,  my  soul ! 
Bow  down  before  His  awful  throne. 
Who  bids  the  morn  aud  eveuing  roll. 

3  Soon  shall  a  darker  night  descend. 

And  vail  from  rne  yon  azi  re  skies  : 


L.  M. 


And  soon  shall  death's  oppressive  hand 
Lie  heavy  on  these  languid  eyes. 

4  Yet  when  beneath  the  dreadful  shade, 

I  lay  my  weary  frame  to  rest. 
That  night  shall  not  make  me  afraid  ; 
That  bed  the  dying  Saviour  pressed. 

5  Again  emerging  from  the  night, 

I,  like  my  risen  Lord  shall  rise  ; 
Again  drink  in  th'S  morning  light, 
Pure  at  Us  fount  above  the  skies. 


243  Tune—Rothwcll 

Siko  to  th?  Lord  that  built  Hie  skies. 

'J'lie  I, on!  tlxit  reared  this  stalely  frame  , 
Let  all  the  "  j.tions  sound  His  praise. 

And  lands,  unknown  repeat  IJis  name. 

2  lie  formed  the  seas,  and  formed  the  hills, 

Made  every  drop  and  every  dust. 

Nature  and  time,  with  all  their  wheels, 

And  pushed  them  into  motion  first. 

3  Now,  from  n>>  .ugh,  imperial  throne. 

He  looks  far  Uowu  upon  the  spheres  ; 

BETHANY. 


L.  M.    p.  72. 

He  hids  the  shining  orrn  roll  on, 
Anil  round  he  turns  the  hasty  years. 

4  Thus  shall  this  moving  engine  last. 
Till  all  His  saints  are  gathered  in  , 

Thpn  for  the  trumpet's  dreadful  bhut 
To  shake  it  all  to  dust  again  ! 

5  Yet,  when  the  sound  shall  tear  the  skies. 
And  lightning  burn  the  globe  below. 

Saints,  you  may  lift  your  joyful  eyes. 
There's  a  new  heaven  aud  earth  for  yon. 

6s  &  4s. 
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Dr.  L.  MASON,  by  permission. 
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1  N»-ar-  cr,  my  God,  to  thee,  Near-  cr     to  thee ! 

2  Tho'  like  the  wander- er,    The  sun  gone  down, 


See 


E'en  tho'  it  be     across    Tliat  raiseth    me! 
Darkness    be  o  -  ver  me,     Mv     rest  a    stone, 

— I — i S r- 


Still  all  my  songshallbe,  Xear-er,  m}- God,  to  thee,  Near-er,  my  God,  ti> thee,  Near-er    to   thee! 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be,  Near-er,  my  God,  to  Uiee,  Near-er,  my  God,  to  thee,  Near-er    to    thee! 
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3  There  let  the  way  appear 
Steps  unto  heaven  ; 
All  that  tliou  seniles!  me, 

In  mercy  given  ; 
Angels  to  beckon  me 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 
hearer  to  thee ! 


4  Then  with  my  waking  thcughts, 
Bright  with  thy  praise, 
Out  nf  my  stony  griefs 

Bethel  I'll  raise: 
So  by  my  woes  to  be 
Nearer,  my  Gud.  to  thee, 
Nearer  to  thee ! 


Or  if,  on  joyful  wing, 

Cleaving  the  sky. 
Sun.  union  and  stars  forgot, 

Upward  I  fly. 
Sliil  all  my  sung  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  theo, 

Nearer  to  thee  ! 
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EXULTATION. 


A  lies':  o  Maestoso. 


GEO.  JAMES  WEBB.     By  permission 
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%£~4L£5 (  Let  every  heart    re- joice  and  sing,  Let    cho-ral    anthems  rise ;    \ 

1   \  Ye  reverend  men  arid  children, bring  To     God  your  sa- cri  -  fice;  /    For    he   is  good;  the 


o   /  He  bids  the  sun    to   rise    and  set;    In  heaven  his  power  is  known ;  \ 
'  \  And  earth,  subdued  to  him,  shall}- et   Bow  low   be- lore  his  throne  ;  '    For    he    is  good,  Ac. 
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Lord  is  good,  And  kind  are  all  his  ways  ;  With  songs  and  honors  sounding  loud, The  Lord  Je  -  ho-vah 
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praise.  While  the  rocks  and  the  rills,  While  the  vales  and  the  hills,  A    glorious      an  -them  raise,   Let 
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each  prolong  the  grateful  song,  And  the  God  of  our  fathers  praise,  And  the  God  uf  our  fathers  praise. 


TAKE  THE  CROSS. 
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Moderately  quirk. 


Music  by  WJt.  B.  BRADBURY, 
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1.  "Take  thy  crow  and     fol  -  low   m»,"     Thus  the  Mas-  ter   speaks  to  thee  :      Though  in     siu    tliou  dost   a  -  bide, 
. * «_r_*._g J __* « _)>_JS._r-__(S__|S. 
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FUI.T.  CHORUS. 


Je  -  sus  calls  thee  to    his  side  ;  Trust  no  raer  -  it      of  thine  own,  Look  to  Him,  and  Him  a-  lone.  Take  the  cross  the 

p -jm- „ _    g,      ■*-    o-   -p- :^_-*: -*■   -0-    ■!*•    -m-   -•-    -m-    -*-    -•-        f  C 
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all  worldly    gain  as    loss,   And  all   earthly  things  as  dross  ;  Je-sus  bids   l.iee  bear  the  cros 
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2  There's  a  cross  for  thee  to  bear  ; 
Toil,  and  pain,  and  grief,  and  care, 
Yet  though  heavy  it  may  be 
Jesus  bore  still  more  for  thee  ! 
Tis  the  thorny  path  alone 
That  can  lead  thee  to  His  throne.     Cho. 


3  Soon,  life's  work  will  all  be  done, 
Soon,  thy  mortal  course  be  run: 
Then,  if  thou  hast  faithful  been, 
And  hast  triumphed  over  sin, 
Then  tljy  cross  thou  lay  est  down, 
Christ  shall  give  the  promhed  crown,     Cho. 
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FREDERICK.    Us. 


GEO.  KINGSr.EY.    By  permission. 
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1.  I   would  not  live     al 


ask  not  to  stay  ."Where  storm  after  storm  rises  dark  o'er  the  way; 


way ; 
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lurid     mornings  that  dawn  on  us  here,  Are  enough  for  life's  woes,  full  enough  for  its  cheer. 
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I  would  not  live  alway  ihus  fettered  by  sin, 
Temptation  without,  and  corruption  within; 
E'en  ihe  rapture  of  pardon  is  mingled  with  ftnrs 
And  the  cup  of  thanksgiving  with  penitent  tears. 


I  would  not  live  alway  ;  no, — welcome  the  tomb, 
Since  Jesus  hath  lain  there,  I  dread  not  its  gloom; 
There,  sweet  be  my  rest  till  he  bid  me  arise, 
To  hail  him  in  triumph  descending  the  6kies. 


Who,  who  would  live  alway.  away  from  his  God, 
Away  from  yon  heaven,  that  blissful  abode, 
Where  the  rivers  of  pleasure  flow  o'er  the  bright 

plains, 
And  the  noontide  of  glory,  eternally  reigns  — 

5. 
Where  the  saints  of  all  ages  in  harmony  meet. 
Their  Saviour  and  brethren  transported  to  greet, 
Wlile  the  anthems  of  rapture  unceasingly  roll, 
At  1  the  smile  of  the  Lord  is  the  feast  of  the  soul! 
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THE  LAND  BEYOND  THE  RlVUi.  187 

From  "Silver  Chime,"  by  permission,  Words  and  Music  by  H.  L.  Fstsbib. 


1.  No    inor  -  t;il  eye  that  land  hath  seen,  Be-yond,   beyond  the    riv  -  cr, 

2.  No  cankering  euro  nor  mor-ul  suite,  Be-yond,    beyond  tho    riv  •  or, 


—  -oi- 
l's   s'mil  -  ini  val-Ieys,  hills  so  green, 
But    hai>  -  py,  nuv-er  -  end-ing  life, 


Be'-yoml,  beyond  tlio 
Be-yond,  beyond  the 

J    _.    r>_    _ 


fiv  -  cr.        Its  shores  are  com-ing  near-cr, 
riv  -  cr.     Thro'  tho     o  -  ter-nal    hours, 
I  &.   jz.   jt.    jsi. 
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The  skies  arc  prow-ins*   clear -or,      Each. 
God's  love,  in  heavenly   show- ere,    Shail 
-•a.    4*.    ji.     ^b. 
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REFRAIN. 
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it  seem-rth    dear-er,     That     land    beyond  tho     rtv  •  cr.  I  "We'll  stand  the  storm,  we'll  stand  the  storm,  Its 
ter  faiths  fair  flow -era    In  tho  land    beyond  tho     riv  -  cr.  )  We'll  stand  the  storm,  we'll  otand  the  storm, &c 
.  ^~»*       «       *.    «.        i  ,  ^. .    .p.  ji.    .p.      .&. .    .&.  t±    .p. 
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8.  That  glm-inas  day  will  ne'er  be.  done,  Beyond,  <fec. 

When  we've  tho  crown  and  kiliycioia  won,  Beyond,  <to. 
There  is  etjrnal  pleasure, 
/n  I  joys  that  imne  can  measure, 
For  those  who  havo  their  troasure  In  the  land,  ic 


liar  -  bor   sunn,  In  the  land 

-~ ^ *- 
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beyond  tho 
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4.  When  shall  w.e  look  from  Zlnn's  hill.  Beyond,  .tc 
AViLli  endless  Miss  our  hearts  shall  thrill,  Beyond,  <&<x 
There  nnsels  bright  nr«i  sinning, 
"Where  guidon  harps  n.  a  ringing, 
We  ne'er  shall  cease  our  singing  In  tho  land,  As. 
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REST  FOR  THE  WEARY. 


Arranged.     Rev.  J.  W.  Dadmux. 
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1.  In    Hie  Christian's  home  in    glo-ry,  There  remains  a  land  of  rest,  There  my  Saviour's  gone  be  - 

2.  lie     is      fit-ting     up  iny  mansion, Which e-ter-nal-ly  shall  stand,  For  my  stay  shall  not  be 

3.  Painnor  sickness    ne'ershall  en-ter,  Grief  nor  woe  my  lot.  shall  share;  But  in  that    ce  -  les  -  tial 
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I  S      K  I  i  ,  CHORUS. 
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fore  me,  To  ful-fill     my  soul's  re-quest;  There  is 
transient  In  that  ho  -  ly,    liap-py  land.    There  is 
cen-ter,    1     a  crown  of    life  shall  wear.  There  is 


:zj:: 


rest  for 
rest,  etc. 
rest,  Ac. 
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the  wea-ry,  There  is  rest  for  the 
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wca  -  ry,  There  is    rest    for     the  wea-ry,  There  is      rest    for    you — On  the    oth  -  er    side  of 
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RESf  FOR  THE  WEARY.    (Concluded.)  189 
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Jordan,  In  the  sweet  fields  of  Eden,  Where  the  tree  of    life     is  blooming,  There  is  rest  for    you. 
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4  Death  itself  shall  then  be  vanquished, 
And  his  sting  shall  be  withdrawn  ; 
Shout  for  gladness,  O  ye  ransomed, 
Hail  with  joy  the  rising  morn. 
There  is  rest,  &c. 
t>  Sing,  O  sing,  ye  heirs  of  glory ; 
Shout  your  triumph  as  you  go ; 
Zion's  gates  will  open  for  you, 

You  shall  find  an  entrance  through 
There  is  rest,  &c. 


250 


7s. 


1  Pilgrim,  burdened  with  thy  sin, 

Come  the  way  to  Zion's  gate ; 
There,  till  mercy  speaks  within, 

Knock,  and  weep,  and  watch,  and  wait. 
Clio. — There  is  rest,  <fcc. 

2  Knock — He  knows  the  sinner's  cry; 

Weep — He  loves  the  mourner's  tears  ; 
Watch — for  saving  grace  is  nigh ; 


Wait,  till  Heavenly  grace  appears. 
Clio. — There  is  rest,  <fcc. 

Hark !  it  is  the  Sariour's  voice ! 

"Welcome,  pilgrim,  to  thy  rest!" 
Now,  within  the  gate,  rejoice, 

Safe,  and  owned,  and  bought,  and  blest. 

Cho. — There  is  rest,  &c. 


S.S1 


7s. 


1  Come!  said  Jesus'  sacred  voice! 
Come,  and  make  my  path  your  choice, 
I  will  guide  you  to  your  home; 
Weary  wanderer,  hither  come. 

Clio.— There  is  rest.  «fec. 

2  Hither  come,  for  here  is  found 
Balm  that  flows  for  every  wound; 
Peace  that  ever  shall  endure, 
Rest  eternal,  sacred,  sure. 

Clio. — There  is  rest  <fcc. 


hyKATECAMERox.  THE  BEST  DAY  OF  ALL  THE  WEEK.  *5,  B.  BBAI)BURT, 

-4-4— l-l|  '-,  "■1„.   ..-, 

3- — =-*-*■ 

Humbly  let  ns 
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1  Semi-cho./ 0  what  beauties  adorn  the  bright  Sabbath  morn,  The  best  day  of  all  the  week 
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).  /  U  what  beauties  adorn  the  bright  Sabbath  mom,  The  best  day  of  all  the  week,  \  1  Hn 

1 2  Semi-cho.  \  And  how  gladly  we  start  with  a  light  happy  heart,  As  the  house  of  the  Lord  we         seek  /  \  Praying  to 


be 
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en-ter  in,    \ 
free  from  sin.   ' 
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FULL  CHORUS. 
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Pure  with-  out  and  pure  with  -  in, 
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Let  ns   keep,  well  keep  this   blessed  Sabbath  day,   This 
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ho-  ly  Sabbath  day,  This  ho  -  !y  Sabbath  day,  Let  ns  keep,  well  keep  this   ho  -  ly  Sabbath  day,  'Tis  the  best  day  of  all  the  week. 
„  *    f»    N    I   -,»-  a      I      I      I    a    -m   &   «   s   *         _  -«,-  "*'  "■ 

-P_ — a— ra — o — » — 10 — (» — — — P*— r« — » — » — »— rl 1 1 i 1 (° — ■    -n — 


<girfzaZ|az^xez£z^zLlzrz;z:z;zz£zzrzzziezz^zt^ 
■izzzzi^^-^-^-^ztrqzzSEgzixzzgEEzi^-^F--' ^-EzEpzrc;zrz,zz£zzpzzzzzzzzFi — g- 


aza 


3fp 


2  Be  it  ever  our  care  in  that  place  of  prayer, 
Onr  spirits  above  to  raise; 
Let  us  try  to  drive  out  each  vain  worldly  thought, 
From  God's  lio!y  courts  of  praise; 
Let  no  folly  there  intrude, 
Naught  to 'mar  our  tranquil  mood, 
Naught  but  what  is  true  and  good, 
Ou  this  Sabbath  day.     Cho. 


3  And  our  joy  is  full  when  the  dear  Sabbath  school 
Throws  open  its  friendly  door  ; 
For  we're  sure  there  to  find  the  Saviour  so  kind, 
And   riches  of  sacred  lore. 
As  our  voice*  all  we  raise. 
In  sweet  songs  of  love  and  pra.JO 
May  we  tread  in  wisdom's  ways, 
On  this  Sabbath  dai\     Ciw, 


And  when  we  go  back  to  our  week-day  tract, 
Our  lessons,  our  work,  and  play; 

Let  us  liold  ever  dear  the  counsels  we  hear, 
On  the  holy  Sabbath  day, 


191 


And  remember  that  God's  eye 
Ever  watches  from  on  high. 
And  each  day  lwi  is  as  nigh 
As  the  Sabbath  day.     Cho. 


8s  &  6s. 

From  "  Golden  Shoiver,"  by  permission. 


THE  WELCOME  HOME. 


/  How  sweet  will  be    tlie  welcome  home.  Alien  this  short  life  is    ocr,  When  pain  and  sor  -  row,  c.ire  an<l  grief  Shall  dwell  mtli  as  no  more.  \ 
\  When  we  that  bright  and  hear'nlj  land  With  spir-it  eyes  shall  see,    And  join  the  ho  -  ly    an  -  gel  hand,  In  praise,  dear  Lord,  of  thee.  / 
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Fur.L  chorus. 
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The  welcome  home,  the  welcome  home,  The  Christian's  welcome  home. 


1 — '-*' 
The  welcome  home,  the  welcome  home,  The  Christian's  welcome  home, 
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2  Lord,  grant  my  frail  and  wayward  bark 

M;iy  anchor  sure  and  fast, 
Beside  the  shining  gates  of  pearl, 

Where  1  may  rest  at  last! 
"When  once  within,  my  soul  shall  know 

No  hunger,  thirst  or  pain, 
Ho  sickness,  sorrow,  care  or  death 

Shall  visit  ine  again !     Cho. 
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Welcome  home.  In  the  last  stanza  the  chorus  may  be  repeated  yp 

8s  &  6s. 


II 


3  Oh  may  I  live  while  here  below, 

In  view  of  that  blest  day, 
"When  God's  bright,  angels  shall  come  down 

To  bear  my  soul  away ! 
When  I  shall  walk  the  golden  streets. 

In  garments  white  and  pure  ; 
And  sing  an  endless  song  to  him. 

Who  made  my  soul  secure!     Cht. 


192  I'M  GOING  TO  BE  A  SOLDIER 

With  spirit.    'Words  by  Mrs.  H.  E.  BROWN,  by  permission. 
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From  "  Silver  Chimes,''  by  permission 
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1  I'm  going  to  be 


a     soldier,  Gird  on  my  armor  bright.     .And  with  my  lit- 1 1  e  comrades.  I'll  take  the  field  and  fight 
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I'll    nevermind  the  hardships,  Nordangers  of  the  way  ;     I'll  watch  and  toil  and  wrestle   By  night  as  well  as  day 
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CHORUS. 


Life's  battle,    0    life's  battle,  'Tis  fought  with  self  and  sin  ;  But    Jesus    is  my  Captain.  And  I    am  sure  to  win. 
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2  The  foes  that  will  assail  me, 

Are  subtle,  fierce,  and  strong  ; 
The  war  that  Ihey  are  waging 

Will  deadly  be,  and  long  ; 
But  I've  a  well  tried  helmet, 
A  sword  and  trusty  shield, 
To  quench  the  fiery  arrows 
That  Satan's  hand  may  wield. 
Clio. — Life's  battle,  «bc. 


7s  &  6s. 


3  I  know  I'm  small  and  feeble, 
But  Jesus  is  my  head  ; 
He's  wise  and  strong  and  able, 

To  triumph  lie  will  lead; 
And  when  beneath  his  banner 

I've  gained  the  victor's  e.rowo, 
With  one  long,  loud  hosanna, 
I'll  lay  my  armor  down. 
Cho. —  Life's  battle,  &<s 


THE  BLESSED  SA33ATH  DAY. 
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From  "  Shining  Star,"  by  permission.     S.  J.  VAIL. 


5*33  I.  I     love  the  blessed      Sabbath  day.  Which  God  has  kinc 
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dly    given ;  When  we  may  meet  to 
2.  I     love  to     hear  that  Je  -  sus  died.  And  how    he  rose   a  -  gain ;    Ex  -  alt  -  ed      at    his 
I    love  to     sing   on  earth  his  grace  To     fall  -  en,  sin  -  ful  man  ;  But,  when  in     glo  -  ry, 
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praise  and  pray,  And  learn  the  way  to 
Fa  -  ther's  side,  A      Saviour-prince  to 


heaven : 
-prince  to     reign, 
him      I'll  praise  More  than  the    an  -gels  can. 


It    leads  our  youthful  thoughts  to  Him   "Who 
To   him    the  pure  an  -  gel  -    ic   throng  Raise 
Then  will  we  sing     in     loud  -  er   strain,  Thro' 


reigns  in  light  a  -  bove;  And  makes  the  joys  of  earth  grow  dim.While  musing 
tlieir  ser-aph -if  strain  ;  And  yet  a  child's  thanksgiving  song  His  list'ning 
all         e-ter-ui-ty,      Worthy      the  Lamb  that  once  was  slain,  To    him    all 
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his  love, 
ear  may  gain, 
glo  -  ry     be. 
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OPEN  WIDE  THE  GARDEN  GATE.    7s. 

From  -i  Silver  Chimes.''    By  permission. 


i      i 

1.   O  -  pen  wide  the   gar  -  den  gate,     Let  the   lit  -  tie   wand'rers  in  ;      Let  them  now  no  Ion-  ger 
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wait,    Tho'  their  lives  are  soiled  by   sin 
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There  is    room  e  -  nongh  for   them      In      the 
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sparkling  gem    'Mid   the  Gardner's  living  flowr's. 
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2  Take  tliem  from  the  sin  toss'ii  flood, 

Moor  them  at  the  Eden  isle  ; 
Sprinkled  with  atoning  blood, 

Theirs  shall  be  an  angel  smile. 
Shield  them  from  the  world's  stern  care, 

Guide  their  little  footsteps  right ; 
Let  them  breathe  the  heavenly  air, 

Let  them  see  its  living  light. 

3  Suffer  them  to  come  to  Him, 

Shepherd  of  the  cherub  band  ; 
He  can  light  the  valley  dim, 
Leading  from  this  desert  land, 


7s. 


Nurtured  with  a  kindly  care, 
A\\  the  weeds  of  sin  kept  down, 

Golden  fruit  their  lives  shall  bear, 
Till  they  win  the  sparkling  crown. 

4  And  with  golden  harps  in  hand, 

Glad'ning  all  that  bitst  abode. 
They  shall  shine  a  star-gem'd  band 

In  the  coronal  of  God. 
Open,  then,  the  garden  gate, 

Let  the  little  wand'rers  in  ; 
See  the  blessed  Saviour  wait — 

Wait  to  save  their  souU  froa  sin. 


I  LONG  TO  BE  THERE. 
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Wotlerato. 


From  "New  Shining  Star,"   by  permission.     T.  J.  COOK. 
— tf * # 0 0—Y_-0—:-0 0--\-0-—0  — 0 m-0  —  #— ]  -J-~J—\-0—-\ 

&&  1.  I've  read       of        a     world       of        beauty.  Where  there  is    no     gloomy        night,  Where 

2.  I've  read       of       its   flow    -    ing       riv-er,  That  bursts  from  be  -neath  the     throne,  And 

3.  To    rise        to     that  world       of        light,  And     breathe     its     balm  -y        air,        T° 
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cnoRUS. 


love  is  the  mainspring  of  duty,  And  God  is  the  fountain  of  light ;  I  long,  1 
beau  -  ti  -  ful  trees  that  ever  Are  found  on  its  banks  a  -  lone;  I  long,  ike. 
walk  with  the     Lamb       in     white,  And  sing  with   the     an      -      gels   there;    I       long,  <tc. 
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I     long  to     be     there  ;     I        h>"gi       I        l°"g,       I       long      to 
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WILLIAMS.    L.  M. 


Arranged  from  "Templi  Carmina." 
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1.  When   I      snr-vey     the  wondrous  cross.  On  which  the  Prince  of  Glo  -  ry     died,      My  richest 

2.  For-   bid    it,    Lord,  that   I  should  boast,  Save  in     the  death  of  Christ,  my  God  ;    All  the  vain 

.0.       M.     *L 
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gain   I  countbut  loss,  And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pri 
tilings  that  charm  me  most,  I   sa  -  cri-ficethem  to    His  bio 
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358  L.  M. 

3  See.  from  His  head.  His  hands,  His  feet, 

Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down  : 
Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet. 
Or  thorns  compose  so  rich  a  crown  T 

4  TVere  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine, 
That  were  a  present  far  too  small  ; 

Love  so  amazing,  so  divine, 
Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  my  art. 


S43D  L.  M. 

1  He  dies ! — the  friend  of  sinners  dies  ; 

Lo  !  Salem's  daughters  wet^p  around  ; 
A  solemn  darkness  veils  the  skies  ; 

A  sudden  trembling  shakes  the  ground. 

2  Here's  love  and  grief  beyond  degree ; 

The  Lord  of  glory  dies  for  men  ; 
But  lo !  what  sudden  joys  we  see  ! 
Jesus,  the  dead,  revives  again. 

3  The  rising  God  forsakes  the  tomb  ; 

Up  to  His  Father's  court  He  flies  ; 
Cherubic  leu-ions  guard  Him  home, 
And  shout  11  im  welcome  to  the  skies. 

4  Break  off  your  tears,  ye  saints,  and  tell 

How  high  our  great  Deliverer  reigns : 


Sing  how  He  spoiled  the  hosts  of  hell, 
And  led  the  tyrant  death  in  chains. 
5  Say — live  forever,  glorious  King, 

Born  to  redeem,  and  strong  to  save  ! 

Where  now,  0  Death,  where  is  thy  sting? 
And  where  thy  victor}-,  boasting  Grave? 

360  L.  M. 

1  On !  the  sweet  wonders  of  that  cross. 

Where  my  Redeemer  loved,  and  died! 
Her  noblest  life  my  spirit  draws 

From  11  is  dear  wounds  and  bleeding  side. 

2  I  would  forever  speak  His  name ; 

In  sounds  to  mortal  ears  unknown ; 
With  angels  join  to  praise  the  Lamb, 
And  worship  at  His  Father's  throne. 


SOI 

1  Th"U<rh  til)  the  world  my  choice  deride, 

Yet  Jesus  s 1 1 : 1 1 1  iny  portion  be  ; 
Fur  i  ;iin  pleased  with  none  beside  ; 
The  fairest  of  die  fair  is  He. 

2  Sweet  is  the  vision  of  I'liy  face. 

Ami  kindness  o'er  Thy  lips  is  shed  ; 
Lmely  art  Thud,  and  full  of  grace.  i 

And"  glory  beams  around  Thy  head. 

JESUS  IS  OUR 

Earnestly. 
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3  Thy  sufferings  I  emhrace  with  Thee, 

Thy  pnverly  and  shameful  cross  ; 
The  pl.-asures  of  ihe  world  I  Hee. 
And  deem  its  treasuie3  only  dross, 

4  Be  daily  dearer  to  my  heart. 

Ami  ever  let  me  feel  Thee  near; 
Then  willingly  with  all  I'd  part, 
Nor  count  it  worthy  of  a  lear. 

SHEPHERD. 

S.  MAIN.  From  '-Sacred  Lute." 

-^ — ^  .    J:  .    at  r-i — I- 


1    Je-sus    is  onr  Shepherd,  Wiping  every    tear; 
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Folded    in  liis    bosom,  Whathavewe  to    fear? 
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On-ly    let    us    fol -low  Whither  he  doth  lead, 
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To  the  thirsty   de  -  seit,  Or  the  dewy  mead. 
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2  Jesus  is  our  Shepherd  ; 

Well  we  know  his  voice  ; 
How  its  gentlest  whisper 

ilakes  our  heart  rejoice! 
Even  when  he  chideth, 

Tender  is  his  tone  ; 
None  but  he  shall  guide  us, 

We  are  his  alone. 

3  Je-us  is  our  Shepherd, 

For  the  »heep  he  bled  ; 
£\ery  lamb  is  sprinkled 
With  the  blood  he  shed. 


Then  on  each  he  setteth 

Mis  own  secret  sign  : 
"  They  that  have  my  Spirit. 

These,"  saith  he,  "*  are  mine." 
4  Jesus  is  our  Shepherd, 

Guided  by  his  arm. 
Though  the  wolves  ma-y  rave, 

None  can  do  us  harm. 
When  we  tread  (tenth's  valley. 

Dark  with  fearful  g  ooni, 
We  will  fear  >)o  evil, 

Victors  o'er  »«v;  iviub. 


198  STAND  UP  FOR  JESUS.    7s  k  6s. 

Firmly.  From  "  Sacred  Lute,"  by  permission.    T.  E.  PERKIX3. 

i       1  Stand  up,  stand  up    for    Je  -  sus!  Ye    soldiers     of    the  cross,  Lift  high  his  royal  banner,  It 
2  Stand  up.  stand  up    for    Je  -  sus  !  Stand  in  his  strength  a  -lone  ;  The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you.  Ye 
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must  not    suf  -  far  loss.     From  vic-t'ry     un  -  to     vie  -  fry,  His     ar  -  my  shall  he    lead,  Till 
dare    not  trust  your  own.  Put     on     the  gos  -  pel  ar  -  mor,  And  watching  uu  -  to  pray'r  Where 
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3  Stand  up — sti.ud  up  for  Jesus! 
The  strife  will  not  be  long  ; 
ev  -  'ry    foe     is  vanished,  AndChristis  Lord  in  -  deed.  Th«  daJ  the  noise  of  battle, 

du  -  ty  calls,  or     dan  -  ger,    Be  nev  -  er    wanting     there.  _  l»?  "ft  the  victor  s  song. 

To  him  that  overeometh, 

A  crown  of  life  shall  be; 
lie  with  the  King  of  glory 
r r  —i  ;~  Shall  reigu  eternally. 
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AVISON. 
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1  Sound   the  loud 

2  Praise  to  the 
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fin-  brel   o'er    E-  gypt's  dark    sea. Je  -  ho  -  tali  hath   triumphed,  his    peo  -  pie    are    free ; 

toa-quer  -  or,    praise  to   the      Lord : .  . .  . . .     Ills  word  was  our    ar  -  row,  his  breath  was  car   word; 
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Sing   for  the  pride  of  the  ty  -  rant  is  broken:  His  chariots  and  horsemen,  all    splendid  and  brave ;  How  rain  was  their  boasiing !  th« 

Who  shall  retnrn    to  tell    E-  gypt  the  sto  -  ry  Of  those  she  sent  forth  iu  the   hour  of  her  glory ;  The  Lord  hath  looked  out  from  his 
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Lord  hath  but  spoken,  And  chariots  and  horsemen  are  sunk      in    the  ware, 

pil  -  lar  of  glo-ry,  And  all  her  brave  thousands  are  dashed  ia    the  tide. 

r*   -m   -m-  ■<*■   -m-  -m-  ■»-  -m-.    a    a      cz-  .  h- 
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His    peo  -  pie  arc  free,   Jlis   peo  -  pie  are  free. 
His    peo -pie  are  free,   His   peo  -  pie  arc  free. 


SOt>  1  Shout  the  plad  tidings,  exultingly  ping  ; 
Jerusalem  triumphs,  Messiah  is  King! 
Zion  the  marvelous  story  l<e  telling, 
The  Son  of  the  Highest,  how  lowly  his  birth. 
The  brightest  archangel  in  s:lory  excelling. 
He  Stoops  to  redeem  thee.  He  reigns  upon  earth. 
Cho.—  Shout  the  glad  tidings,  exultingly  sing, 
Jerusalem  triumphs.  Messiah  is  King! 
Messiah  is  King   Messiah  is  King  ! 
2  Shout  the  glad  tidings,  exultingly  sing; 
Jerusalem  triumphs,  Messiah  is  King  ! 


zzzHU  r-Ht 


Tell  how  he  cometh,  from  nation  to  nation. 

The  heart-cheering  news  let  the  earth  echo  round  . 

How  free  to  the  faithful  he  offers  salvation, 

How  His  people  with  joy  everlasting  are  crowned. 
Cho.— Shout  the  glad  tidings.  &c 
3  Shout  the  glad  tidings,  exultingly  sing, 

Jerusalem  triumphs,  Messiah  is  King  ! 

Mortals  your  homage  be  gratefully  bringing. 

And  sweet  let  the  gladsome  hosanna  arise  ; 

Ye  angels,  the  full  hallelujah  be  singing. 
One  chorus  rewound  thro'  the  earth  and  the  skies.  —  Ch* 
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JUBILEE.       7S.  H.  N.  WHITNEY,  by  permission. 


1  Hark  !  the  song  of     Ju  -  bi  -  lee,  Loud  as   mighty   thunders  roar,    Or    the  fullness     of    the  sea,  When  it  breaks  up- 
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on  the  shore.  2  See  Jehovah's  banners  furled  ■  Sheathed  His  sword  : — He  speaks- 


'tis  done !  Now  the  kingdoms  of  this  world 


Are    the  kingdoms  of    His   son,    Are   the  kingdoms  of  His  son 
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S67  1  Christian!  see!  the  orient  morn 
Breaks  along  the  heathen  sky; 
Lo!  the  expected  day  is  born, — 
Glorious  day-spring  from  on  hiajh. 

2  Heathens  at  the  sij^ht  do  sing; 

Morning  wakes  the  tuneful  lays, 
Precious  offerings  now  they  bring — 
First  fruits  of  more  perfect  praise. 
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He  shall. reign  from  pole  to  pole 

With  supreme  unbounded  sway  ; 
He  shall  reign,  when,  like  a  scroll 

Yonder  heavens  have  passed  away. 
4 
Hallelujah  !  for  the  Lord 

God  omnipotent  shall  reign; 
Hallelujah  ! — let  the  word 

Echo  round  the  earth  and  main, 

3  Zion's  Sun — salvation's  beams 

Gilding  now  the  radiant  hills; 

Rise  and  shine  till  brighter  gleams 

All  the  world  thy  glory  fills. 

4  Lord,  of  all  thy  scattered  host 

Spread  thy  truth  from  pole  to  pole, 
Spread  thy  light  to  every  coast, 
Till  it  shine  on.  every  soul. 


5  Hallelujah ! — shout  his  praise  ! 

Hail  the  day-spring  from  on  high  ; 
Praise  his  name  to  endless  days, 
Hallelujah! — to  the  sky. 


Praise  him  all  ye  lost  and  v/on, 
Angels  sound  his  praise  again; 

Hallelujah  to  the  Son, 
Hallelujah ! — Ameii ! 
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WE'LL  HAIL  THIS  DAY. 

T.  E.  PERKIXS.     By  permission. 
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Animated. 


I      i 


1.  Days  and  weeks  and  months  re-  turning,  Bear  us   gent-ly  down  life's  w:iy  :  Still  tlieir  les  -  son  we  are   learning 

2.  Glad  our  hearts,  aud  glad    our     voices,    Joy   controls  the   lusting  hour ;  None  so     sad    hut   he  re-jai-ces 
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CHORUS.  .        N      .  . 
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With  each  an  -  ni  -  versary    day.    We   hail    this  day,  so   full   of  joy,  And  greet  it    with  a    song;  We   hail   this 
'Neath  to-day's  control-  iug  power.  We   hail   this  day,  &c. 
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day,   so     full    of    joy,   And  greet  it 
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3  Yet.  though  glad  we'll  still  remember 

What  the  moments  always  say  : 

Life  must  have  its  c  >ld  Deceintifr, 

Just  as  surely  as  its  May. — Cho. 

4  Let  us  not  forget  the  meaning. 

Days  like  these  forever  we  ir  ; 
One  more  field  his  had  its  gleaning, 

One  more  sheaf  our  aims  should  bear. — Cho. 


202 


HELMSLEY.    8s,  7s  &  4s. 


Dr.  MADAV. 


-/Look,    yc  saints; — the     sight      is     glorious; — Sec 
\  From    the   fiylit     re  -    turned   vie  -  torions,       Ev 


"•■9-  -g- 


now;     V 
to    Him    shall    h>w;     / 


i        '  ""ill  L- !'l  '"'       ! 

Crown  Tlim. crown  Him, crown  Him, crown  Him, crown  Him, crown  Him, Crowns  become  the  Victor's  brow. 
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8s,  7s  &  4s 


2  Crown  the  Saviour,  angels,  crown  Him  ; 

Kicli  the  trophies  Jesus  brings  ; 
In  the  seat  of  power  enthrone  1 1  i in, 
"While  I  lie  heavenly  concert  riug3  : 

Crown  Him,  crown  Him  : 
Crown  the  Saviour.  King  of  kings. 

3  Sinntrs  in  derision  crowned  llim. 

Mocking  thus  the  Saviour's  claim  ; 
Saints  and  angels  crowil  around  Him, 
Own  His  title,  praise  His  name: 

Crown  Him,  crown  llim  ; 
Spread  abroad  the  Victor's  fame. 

4  TTnrk  !  those  bursts  of  acclamation  ! 

Hark  !  those  lond,  triumphant  chords! 
Je;-us  takes  the  highest  station  ; 
I),  what  joy  the  sight  affords  ! 

Crown  Him.  crown  Him. 
Eing  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords. 


970  8s,  7s  &  4s. 

1  Lord,  dismiss  us  with  Thy  blessing. 
Fill  our  hearts  with  joy  and  peace; 

Let  us  each.  Thy  love  possessing, 
Triumph  in  redeeming  grace  : 

().  refresh  us. 
Traveling  thr„ogh  this  wilderness. 

2  Thanks  we  give,  and  adoration. 
For  Thy  Gospel's  joyful  sound  : 

May  the  fruits  of  Thy  salvation 
In  our  heirts  and  lives  abouud  : 

May  Thy  presence 
"With  us  evermore  he  found. 

3  Then,  whene'er  the  signal's  given 
Us  from  earth  to  call  away, 

Borne,  on  angel's  wings   to  rieaven— 
Gla  I  the  summons  to  obey— 

May  we  ever 
Keigu  witli  Christ  in  eatfJess  ''ijr. 


203 


sri 


8s,  7s  &  4s. 

Ov  the  mountain's  top  appearing, 
Lc  !  the  sacred  herald  stands, 

Welcnm*  news  ti»  Zion  bearing, 
Zion  long  in  hostile  lands. 

Mom  ning  captive, 
God  liimse.f  shall  loose  thy  bands. 

2  lias  thy  night  been  long  and  mournful  ? 

Have  thy  friends  unfaithful  prove  I  ? 
Have  Ihy  foes  been  proud  and  scornful, 
By  thy  sighs  ;irnl  tears  unmoved? 

Cease  thy  mourning  ; 
Zion  si  ill  is  well  beloved. 

3  God.  thy  God.  will  now  restore  thee  ; 

Me  Himself  appears  thy  Friend: 
.All  thy  fees  shall  Hee  before  thee  ; 
Here  their  boasts  and  triumphs  end  ; 

Great  deliverance 
Zion's  King  will  surely  send. 

4  Peace  and  joy  shall  new  attend  thee  ; 

All  thy  warfare  now  is  past  ; 
God  thy  Saviour  will  defend  thee  , 


Victoiy  is  thine  at  last ; 

All  thy  conflicts 
End  in  everlasting  rest. 

8s,  7s  &  4s. 

1  Lo  !  lie  comes  with  clouds  descending, 

Once  for  favored  sinners  slain  : 
Thousand — thousand  saints  attending. 
Swell  the  triumph  of  his  traiu  : 

Hallelujah  ! 
Jesus  Christ  shall  ever  reign  ! 

2  Every  eye  shall  then  behold  llira 

Boiled  in  awful  majesty— 
Those  that  set  at  naught,  and  sold  Rim, 
Pierced  and  nail'd  llim  to  a  tree- 
Deeply  wailing. 
Shall  the  true  Messiah  see  ! 
S  0,  may  Thine  own  Bride  and  Spirit 
Then  avert  a  dreadful  doom — 
And  me  summon  to  inherit 
An  eternal  blissful  home  : — 
Ah  !  come  quickly  '. 
Let  Thy  second  Advent  come  ! 


MORNINGTON.    S.  M. 


LORD  MORXIN'GTOM 


1.  Not  all  the  blood  of  beasts,  On  Jewish  altars  slain.  Could  give  the  guilty  conscience  peace,  Or  wash  away  the   stain. 

2.  But  Christ, the  heavenly  Lamb, Takes  all  our  sins  a-way ;    A  sacrifice  of  nobler  name,  And  richer  blood  than  they. 
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3  My  faith  would  lay  her  hand 
On  that  dear  head  of  Thine, 
While  like  a  penitent  I  stand, 
And  there  confess  my  sin. 


S.  M. 

14  My  ROul  looks  back  to  see 

The  burdens  Thou  didst  bear, 

I     When  hanging  on  the  cursed  tree, 
Aud  hopes,  her  guilt  was  there. 


5  Believing,  we  rejoice 

To  see  the  curse  remove  ; 
We  bless  the  l.amb  with  cheerful  voice, 
And  sing  His  bleeding  love. 


204  JESUS  BIDS  THEE  COME. 

Words  by  Miss  FANNY  CROSBY.  From  "8.  S.  Baoner."    T.  E.  PERKINS,  by  permission. 

1  Sinner,  wake,  no  more  delay,  Wake  to  duty,  "  watch  and  pray,"  Haste  to  run  the  heavenly  way,  Jesus  hi  is  thee  come. 
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2  Careless  sinner,  on  the  tree. 
Now  thy  dear  Redeemer  see, 
Bleedii  g,  groaning  all  for  thee. 

Hark,  He  bids  thee  come.     Cho. 

3  Wilt  thou  still  His  spirit  (.'neve, 
Preci"US  soul  repent  believe. 
Now  His  offered  love  receive, 

Jesus  bills  thee  come      Cho. 

4  Come  with  all  thy  guilt  oppressed. 
Come  and  find  eternal  rest, 
Cume  and  be  forever  blest. 

Jesus  bids  thee  come.     Cho. 

QT'S        Tune — Hamburg,  p.  68. 

1  Through  every  age.  eternal  God, 
Thou  art  our  rest,  our  safe  abode  : 
High  was  Thy  throne  ere  heaven  was  made; 
Or  earth  Tliy  humble  fjotstool  laid. 


2  Long  hadst  Thou  reigned  ere  time  began, 
Or  dust  was  fashioned  into  mm  : 

.And  long  Thy  kingdom  shall  endure. 
When  earth  and  time  shall  be  no  more. 

3  But  man,  weak  man,  is  born  to  die, 
Made  Up  of  guilt  and  vanity  ; 

Thy  dreadful  sentence,  Lord,  was  just — 
"  Return,  ye  sinners,  to  your  dust," 

4  Death,  like  an  overflowing  stream. 
Sweeps  us  away  ;  our  life  's  a  dream  — 
An  empty  tale — a  morning  fl  iwer. 
Cut  down  anil  witheied  iu  an  hour. 

5  Teach  us,  O  Lord,  how  frail  is  man ; 
And  kindly  lengthen  out  our  span, 
Till  a  wi-e  care  of  piety 

Fit  us  to  die  auJ  dwell  with  Thee. 


SOLDIERS  OF  CHRIST. 
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From  "  S.  S.  Banner."    T.  E.  PERKINS,  by  permission. 
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1  Onward,  press  onward, the  great  command. Who'll  be  the  first  to  join  our  band, Who  from  the  snares  of  the  wor'd  wi!l  fly. And 

D.  S.  Honor  and  glory,  and  praise  we'll  give,  To 
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Girls.  CHORUS. 


Bnys. 
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prove  the  joys  that  will  never     die.      Soldiers  for  Je-sus,    Soldiers  for  Je-sus,  Soldiers  for   Je-sus    we  will  be. 
li i  in     who  died  and  has  made  us  free. 
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2  What  haye  we  done  in  the  week  that's  past, 
What  if  this  hour  should  lie  our  last ; 
Have  we  been  seeking  with  earnest  heart, 
To  choose,  like  Mary,  the  better  part. 

3  Onward,  still  onward,  our  way  pursue, 
Working  with  zeal  and  courage  too  ; 
Bearing  with  patience  the  ills  we  meet, 
'Tis  grief  that  makes  every  joy  more  sweet. 

S77        Tunc— Hamburg,  p.  68. 

1   I, onn.  thou  hast  searched  and  seen  me  through  ; 
Thine  eye  commands,  with  piercing  view, 
My  rising  and  my  resting  hours, 
My  heart  aud  tlesh  and  all  their  power* 


2  My  thoughts,  before  they  are  my  own, 
Are  to  my  God  distinctly  known  ; 

lie  knows  the  words  I  mean  to  speak. 
Ere  from  my  opening  lips  they  break, 

3  Within  Thy  circling  power  I  stand  ; 
On  every  side  I  find  Thy  hand  ; 
Awake,  asleep,  at  home,  abroad, 

I  am  surrounded  still  with  Cod. 

4  Amazing  knowledge,  vast  and  great! 
What  large  extent  !   what  lofty  height! 
My  soul,  with  all  the  powers  I  boast, 
Is  in  the  boundless  prospect  lost. 

5  O.  may  these  thoughts  possess  my  breast. 
Where'er  I  rove,  where'er  I  rest. 

Nor  let  my  weaker  passions  dare 
Consent  to  sin.  for  God  is  there 


206 


Words  Dy  Mrs   LYDIA  BAXTER. 


I'LL  THINK  OF  MY  SAVIOUR 
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By  permission  of  WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 
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1.  I']]  think  of  my  Ssrviour  when  day-light  is  breaking   A -way  from  the  darkness  and  gloom  of  the  night, 

2.  I'll  think  of  my  Saviour  when  day-light  is  sink-ing,  And  mingling  its  beams  with  the  twi-light  so  gray 
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Whcn  fresh  from  his  slumber  the  sun  is     a  -  wak-ing,And  girding  hini-self  with  the  armor  of    light. 
W hen  bright  starry  eyes  in    the    a-zure  are  twink-ling,  And  silence  embraces  the  close  of  the   day. 


CHORUS,   oip.ls 


CHORUS. 


re. 


I'll  think  of  my  Sa-viour,  I'll  think  of  my  Sa-viour,  I'll  think  of  my  Saviour  And  hope  thro'  His  love 
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FULL  CHORUS. 
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To  meet  with  the  an  -  gels,  To  meet  with  th-e  an -gels,  Tomeetwithtl>ean  -  gels  And  praise  Him  a-  bove. 
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3  I'll  think  of  my  Saviour  when  pleasure  isspreading 

Her  soft  downy  pinions  to  gladden  my  way; 
Thro'  sorrow  and  sadness,  alone  He  was  treading, 
To  open  for  sinners  the  portals  of  day. 
I'll  think  of  my  Saviour,  <fec. 

4  I'll  think  of  my  Saviour  when  sorrow  is  flinging 

Her  thick  robe  of  sadness  around  the  dark  tomb ; 


If  light  from  His  presence  a  glory  is  bringing, 
'Twill  scatter  its  darkness  and  hide  ail  its  gloom. 
I'll  think  of  my  Saviour,  itc. 
5  I'll  think  of  my  Saviour,  my  dear  blessed  Saviour,, 
When  He  from  on  high  his  bright  angeJs  shall  send, 
And  take  to  His  bosom  His  Joved  oiks  forever, 
To  join  in  the  anthems  that  never  shall  end. 
I'll  think  of  my  Saviour,  &c. 


GERTRUDE. 


If 
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H.  N.  WHITNEY,  by  permission. 


1  Saviour,  source  of  ev-ery  blessing,  Tune  my  heart  to  grateful  lays ;  Streams  of  mercy,  ncv-cr  ceasing,  Call  for  ceaseless  songs  of  praise. 
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3  Thou  didst  seek  me  when  a  stranger, 
Wandering  from  the  fold  of  God; 
'lhou,  to  save  iu\  soul  from  danger, 
Didst  redeem  me  with  Thy  blood. 


re,  Sung  by  raptured  saints  a  -sore;    Fill  my 


2  Teach  me  some  me  -  lodiocs  measure,  Sung  by  raptured  saints  a  -  bore ;    I'ill  my  soul  with  sacred  pleasure,  While  I    sing  redeeming   lore. 


8s  &  7s. 


4  By  Thy  hand  restored,  defended. 

Safe  through  life  thus  far  I've  come; 
Safe,  0  Lord,  when  life  is  ended. 
Bring  me  to  my  heavenly  home. 
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Words  by  KATE  CAMERON. 


WE  COME  WITH  REJOICING. 

(Appropriate  to  any  Anniversary  occasion.) 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


1  We  eoine  with  rejoicing,  thanksgiving,  and  song,  The  notes  of  our  anthem,  let    ech-o   prolong:  To 

1 1 tf* ^ — , — >£p — 1—0 r <1P m — \— & 0 0 O M 1 ■— \ 1 ^ * 


Jv_|v__| 


K— iv. 


^ ~ 1 — ^ jj — a m -T m ;, — 3 — ^P-P^h — i — -j a — m — i =3H— ^ * — ™ — ~i — ^ — 

— m — a^*=g=gz=gi3=g— gEE*?— %===.wz±£.zM=*zEf— *— -g^rJ^EbgEE?— «»^to JB 


Him  who  redeemed  us,  and  saved  usfrom  death,  We'll  singloudest  praises,  while  He  gives  us  breath 


The  Lamb  that  was  slain,  And  liv  -eth    a-gain,  We'll  sing  loudest  praises,  To  the  Lamb  that  was  slain. 
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The  Lamb  that  was  slain!  our  salvation  is  made! 
In  His  spotless  robes,  are  our  spirits  arrayed; 
We  need  never  fear,  while  on  Him  we  rely, 
He  will  help  us  to  live,  and  prepare  us  to  die. 

CaoEus. 


3. 

Oh !  Jesus  our  Saviour !  the  dearest  and  best, 
On  Thee  all  our  hopes  for  Eternity  rest! 
We  love  Thee,  we  praise  Thee,  Thy  name  we  adore, 
To  Thee  all  our  thoughts  and  our  wishes  shall 
soar.  Chorus. 


FOR  HE  CARETH  FOR  YOU. 
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1  Cast-ing    nil  your  care  up  -  on   Him,  For  He    car-eth     for  you, 
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For   lie    ear-  eth,    for    He    car-  eth, 
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For  lie  car-  eth    for  you.         With  a  love  so  kind  and  tender,  Grateful  service  should  you  render ;  Give  to  nin 
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load  you  tear,      Cast  on  Him  your  weight  of  care,     For   He    car-eth  for  you 
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For  lie    car-eth   for  you. 
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2  Casting  all  your  care  upon  Him, 

For  He  car-eth  for  you, 
For  He  caretb,  for  He  careth, 

For  He  careth  for  you. 
In  the  time  of  grief  and  trial. 
Weary  pain,  and  self-denial ; 
Look  to  Him  for  grace  and  strength, 
He  will  comfort  you  at  length, 

For  He  careth  for  you. 


3  Casting  all  your  care  upon  Him, 

For  He  careth  for  you, 
For  He  careth,  for  He  careth, 

For  He  careth  for  you. 
In  the  hour  of  mortal  anguish, 
When  in  death's  cold  arms  you  languish, 
Place  iu  Him  your  perfect  trust, 
He  will  raise  you  from  the  dust, 

For  He  careth  for  you. 
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Words  by  Miss  K.  M.  TOPPING. 


2  There's  a  beauti-  fu]  rest    for  thee,  brother,  A  rest,    a 


A  BEAUTIFUL  HOME. 

Music  by  A.  J.  ABEEY.  by  permission. 


ome  for  thee;       In  that  Jaml  of  bliss  where 
rest    for  thee ;  In  those  mansions  nbove  where 
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CHORUS. 
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pleasure     is,  There,  brother, 's  a  home  for 
all      is  love,  There,  brother, 's  a  rest   for 


thee, 
thee. 


A     beauti- ful  home  for  thee,  brother,  A 
A      beauti -fui  rest    for  thee,  brother,  A 

j*.  .0.  -m.    .p.     .pi.  .   .tt.  .*.   .0. 
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ful  hornefor   thee;     In  that  land  of  bliss  where  pleasure  is,  There,  brother.'s  a  home  for  thee, 
ful  rest   for  thee  ;  In  those  mansions  above  where  all  is  love, There,  brother.'s  a  rest  for  thee. 
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3  There's  a  beautiful  crown  for  thee,  brother, 

A  crown,  a  crown  lor  thee. 
When  the  battle  is  done,  and  the  victory  won, 
Our  Saviour  will  pive  it  to  thee. 

Cho. — A  beautiful  crown  for  thee,  io. 

4  There's  a  beautiful  robe  for  thee,  brother, 

A  rube,  a  robe  for  thee; 


A  robe  of  white,  so  pure  and  bright, 
A  glorious  robe  for  thee 

Cho. — A  beautiful  robe  for  thee,  &c. 
Wilt  seek  that  beautiful  home,  brother, 

That  home,  that  home  above  ; 
In  that  land  of  light,  where  all  is  bright, 
That  land  where  all  is  love  ? 
Cho. — A  beautiful  home  for  thee,  to. 


CHILDREN  OF  JERUSALEM. 


21J 


Arranged  foi  this  work. 


d        r   i'    f    -?■    -wtr  -»-  -=*-  '  U,' 

of      ." 

oft-e 


1  Children  of     Je  -  rn-sa-lem,  Sing  the  praise  of  Je- sua' name:  Children,  too.  of  la-terdnys, 

2  We  have  oft  -  en  heard  and  read  What  the  roy  -  al  psalmist  said ;  Babes  and  sucklings'  artless  lays 

^  i 

-m-      -g- 
g.j.g_^_ ZT —  J=L-^ 


-ft-^.- 


Join     to  sing  the  Saviour's  praise.  Hark !  hark !  hark !  while  infant  voices  sing.Hark  \  hark !  hark !  wbilo 
Shall  pioclaim  the  Saviour's  praise.  Hark!  hark!  &c. 

-M-r-J fg— r*-*— *^-r-za n-a •*  — zx" *-r» a * *-tF c* * r* * 

:frzfpzzzz:zzfezz:zzz:Ezpz=Hzgz5zr:z3zhg-^-1 — FSz=i_ : Lz^zzfoz5i*z=zE|ar5=zzd 

zcz±Ezzz!?z=E»zz: •  — hzE=Ud2  =zS  zzfbfr »^zz£!zzj?»zzgz:Etz— Eg >  — 5=— »=3 


i^*»  ^»«  £5"         ST  » 


in- fant  voices    sing,    Loud  ho- saunas,    loud  ho-sannas,    loud  ho-san-nas    to   onr  King. 

I       -m-    -0--m-        I       -jm-   -m-    -»■        \       ■»■    -m-  \         k 


983 

3  We  are  taught  to  love  the  Lord, 
We  are  taught  to  read  his  word. 
We  are  tnnght  the  way  to  heaven, 
Praise  to  God  for  all  be  given, — Hark,  Ac. 


4  Parents,  teachers,  old  and  young, 
All  unite  to  swell  the  song; 
Higher  and  yet  higher  rise, 
Till  hosuuna  reach  the  skies. — Hark,  tfcc 


212       TVYvrrfs  hv  \Tias  THAT,HEIMER 
DUETur  TIIIO. 


MORNING  LIGHT.  wm.  b.  braobcrt. 

1  Dark  thro' tlie  desert  our  pilgrim  path  is    lying;  Danger  and  death  liover  dimly  o'er  our   way; 

2  Hume  of    the  weary,  we  wanderers  won  Id  hail  thee,  Catching  the  gleam  of  thy  shining  dome  afar; 


P_§__!_-_^=_]nI 


-*—*—*- 


pi^£^i_^__^pllli 


-i — m 


j_V  _i„ 


_n i—i — H* — I l-i  -H^-* — i r— I 1 — -i — l^-1 — a 

-c<g-:— ■-:-£_»— .»—« — o-^-^— — » — s — **-c# — -— »— ^-v- ^ — u 


FToarselythe  tempestbutmocksourfeeblecrying,        Weary   we  wan- der  and  wish  for  the  day. 
Cit   -   y  of  Peace!  no  tempest  can  assail     thee.         Light  never  wan-ing!  no  shadows  can  mar. 


-i — ^-FF  — j»»— i — ix-F— 


r-l € 


- ^, — I  S 1 :     r  -   

::=^^3=33t_c=£i^r_3=t-i:3___1== 
S~rg-T~  _      -\-\rm — a»  -_» — g-htf-r—  at  — 


Weary    we   wander  and  wish  for  the    day.     Look!  pilgrim,  look!  the  morning  light  is  breaking! 
Light  never  waning!  no  shadows  can  mar.    Look!  pilgrim,  look !  — c. 


- — y-i f^Y-       ■      <■»- 


qi~~~lT 


-I 1- 


-1 1*-,  -I s-J N-, 


1 £-, 1 -J3_  [— I |fc ,— 13-, r-J 1 _-, 1 1*-     -| A 1 1*-, 


Shout !  for  the    perils    of  the  gloomy  night  are  past!        J'»y!  for  the  shining  ones  to  welcome  thee  are 

I     ^  I         JL       ______  s  N 


_«_____.  JL_  J « 


-^t__^:_iE__EE___^p___:EFS_^_ 


J*.-^*,, 
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MORNING  LIGHT.    Concluded.) 

1  waiting.    Enter  thy  father's  house, — at  rest,  at  hon 

,ss»— i 1 — F— FF-fc?-| — p-H — »-! — ^ 


i  "    -  -  r 

waiting,    Enter  thy  father's  house, — at  rest,  at  home,  at  last !     Enter  thy  father's  house  !— at  rest,  at  home,  at  last ' 

E^zi-srtc — r-grtazazyi— Sz&rg=g-gzEj':i  £3 
=E~ =-  .-f|    °L»  |  ■   "j-H— ^  -.  I'-^gi^ 


3  Robes  of  ransomed !  our  eyes  have  caught  your 
lustre, 
Songs  of  the  sinless!  your  echoes  reach  our  ear! 
Garlands  of  lilies  on  purest  foreheads  cluster; 
Eyes  beam  with  gladness  unsullied  by  a  tear 
Cho. — Look,  pilgrim,  look  !  <&c. 


4  Saviour  Divine!  to  Thee  our  joys  are  oweing! 
Thanks  be  to  God  !  for  the  victory  is  won! 
Past  is  the  peril,  and  thankful  hearts  o'crflow- 

Join  the  glad  choral,  for  heaven  is  begun! 
Cho. — Look,  pilgrim,  look!  «fec. 


Dr.  L.  MASON,  by  permission. 


1  Father,  whate'er     of       earthly   bliss  Thy  sovereign  wi 


NAOMI.    CM. 

f =J3r-= rf'-zl i_f.z=]==q  =r=-— r^ — |  — ^q 

t_*_: — * — m  — *S^~S- u_g g g — •» g  g~i 

vil  1  dc-nies,  Ac  -  cepted    at      thy 


■ '- 1 — * — u< — i — i — c- — r — i — i — ^t s* — ' — ' — r~^ — 


-qz=: 


=2— ^3— q=F=!^ 


'  U-*1— T O ^— I •  | 


"  — jig-  =j  — g- — ^— f-«*— r- 

throne  of    grace,  Let    this       pe  -  ti  -  tion    rise: — 
.*.,  •'    f- -at}    m -    - 


I 


-t— 


— so— u» — i 1 — 

S83         C.  M. 

2  Give  mo  a  calm,  a  thankful  heart. 

From  every  murmur  lice  ; 
The  hlessin-is  of  Thy  (ir.ice  impart. 
And  make  me  live  to  Thee. 

3  Let  the  sweet  hope  that  thou  art  mino 

My  life  ami  ileiith  attend  ; 
Thy  presence  through  my  journey  shine, 
And  crowu  my  journey's  end. 
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ZION'S  HILL. 


|  2d. 


>,jy. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURV. 
|  CHORUS.—  Very  Spirited.  (20— Tic/i 


I  /  What  are  these  soul-re rii  ing  strains  Which  echo  Ihns  from  Salem's  plains  ? 
\  What  Ei;tl.(!i:sloi:(lar,d  louder  still,  So  sweetly  sound   [omit ]  from  Zion's  hill? 


Ho-san-na,    ho-san-na,  ho-san-na  to  the 


wmr^g*±£: 


:lE4Lt2-?zt- 


■tSfc 


t==£=K=s 


r^vziv 


2*=X=?±d=M^t. 


==£^±j±psJh 


3?S53B^ 


tt=IHi?z&*d:, 


qiiI^S: 


-Ffca-fcs 


1bi*z; 


«=-+t23«ra:tar; 


■*o  a  measure. 


I — ^ 1 t- Lpc 1 1 1 u_. -^-*  I -^ — ^ — Ll ' 1 — -^3 — *-l — t— *-' 


Lainb  of   Cod!  Ho-san-na,      ho-san-na,     lo-san-na,    in    the  highest,  in    the  high  -est,    in  the  high  -  est. 


=fcz£: 


tp: 
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2  Lo!  'tis  an  infant  chorus  sings, 
Hnsannas  to  the  King  of  kings, 
Ttie  Saviour  conies  !  and  babes  proclaim 
Salvation  sent  in  Jesus'  name. 
Clio.    IIosanDa,  hosanna,  &c. 


3  Messiah's  name  shall  joy  impart, 
Alike  to  Jew  and  Gentile  heart  ; 
He  bled  for  us,  he  bled  for  you, 
And  we  will  sing  hosanna  too. 
Cho.     Hosanna,  hosanna,  &c. 

ZION'S  PILGRIM. 

CHORUS. 


4  Proclaim  hosannas  loud  and  clear  ; 
See  David's  Son  and  Lord  appear  ! 
All  praise  on  earth  to  him  be  given. 
And  glory  shout  thro'  highest  heaven. 
Cko.     Hosanna,  hosanna,  &c. 

"WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


Girls.  .  /  Pilgrims  we  are  to  Canaan  bound.  Ourjonrncy  lies  along  this  road;  \ 

Boys.     \  This  wilderness  we  travel  round,  To  reach  the  city    of  our  God.    /  0  happy  pilgrims,  spotless  fair, What  makes  your  robes  so  white  appear. 


53 


mszMmmim^mm^ 


-m-  -m-  -m--fs- 


r- r~ 


_«_«»    *_a. 


t=c  yara-: 


igr-r-E-t:--^ 


d.c.  Girls.  Our  rubes  are  wash'din  Jesus'  blood  And  we  are  trayclinjr.  home  to  God. 


88' 


ZION'S  PILGRIM. 


2  A  few  more  days,  or  weeks,  or  years, 
In  11  lis  dark  desert  to  complain; 
A  few  more  siirlis,  a  few  more  tears, 
And  we  shall  bid  adieu  to  pain. 
Clio.     O  happy  pilgrims,  tfcc. 
2  O  Messed  land  !  0  happy  land! 

When  shall  we  reach  thy  golden  shore? 
And  one  redeemed,  unbroken  band 
U iiited  be  for  evermore. 

Clio.     O  happy  pilgrims,  tfcc. 
4  A::d  it  our  robes  arc  pure  and  white, 
May  we  all  reach  that  L-lest  abode? 


Concluded.  215 

O  yes,  they  all  shall  dwell  in  light 

Whose  robes  are  washed  in  Jesus'  blood. 
Clio.     0  happy  pilgrims,  tfcc. 
We  all  shall  reach  that  golden  shore 

If  here  we  watch,  and  fight,  and  pray; 
Straight  is  the  way,  and  straight  the  door, 
And  none  but  pilgrims  find  the  way. 
Cho.     O  happy  pilgrims,  itc. 
0  may  we  meet  at  last  above 

Amid  the  hoi}-  blood-washed  throng, 
And  sing  for  ever  Jesus'  love. 

While  saints  and  angels  join  the  song. 
Cho.     O  happy  pilgrims,  »fcc. 


"ft" 


JUBILATE  DEO.    CHANT  No.  6. 

_cza « — 1-5< 1 » 1.,3 — Z3 L. 


==ta 


=J=^==E£: 


|| serve  the  Lord  with  gladness,  and  come  before  L 


~z~goj ~ czar — p~ri 

O  be  joyful  in  the  Lord,  |  all  yc  |  lands:  ||  serve  the  .Lord  with  gladness,  and  come  before  his 
presence  |  with  a  |  song. 

Be  ye  sure  that  the  Lord  |  he  is  |  God ;  ll  if.  is  he  that  hath  made  us,  and  no*  we  ourselves ;   we 
are  his  people.  |  and  il.c  |  sheep  of  his  j  pasture. 

O  go  your  way  Into  his  gates  with  thanksgiving,  and  into  his  |  courts  with  |  praise;  |]  be  thank- 
ful unlo  him,  and  |  speak  good  |  of  his  |  name. 

For  the  Lord  is  gracious,  his  mercy  is  |  ever  |  lasting;  ||  and  his  truth  endmeth  from  geue  |  ra- 
tion to  |  gene-  |  ration. 

Glory  be  to  the  Father,  J  and  to  the  |  Son.||and  |  to  the  |  Holy  |  Ghost ; 

As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  i»  now,  and  |  ever  shall  |  be,||world  |  without  |  end.   A-  |  meu. 
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LITTLE  THINGS. 


Words  by  Miss  FAXN?Y  CROSBY. 


From  "New  Shining  Star."     T.  E.  P^RKIXS,  by  permission. 


"-j4 — -^ — — - — L«» — » "9 — * — — — * — «£ — " — * S  — a»  —  — &—'-& — a — ,» — u 

1  Little  modest  violet  bine,  Spangled  o'er  with  morning  dew.  Laughing  in  the  sportive  air.  God  has  made  thy  leaves  so  fair; 
2  Little  star  with  golden  ci  e,  God  lias  placed  tliee  in  the  sky,  Little  bird  with  glassy  wing,  God  has  taught  thee  how  io  sing; 

*»       B*  I 


Little  lambs  that  skip  and  play.  In  the  meadrw  fresh  and  gay.  God  protects  you  by  his  care.  He  has  made  your  fleece  so  fair. 
Little  clouds  that  lighMy  rest,  On  the  bosom   of  the  west,  Floating  in  the  summer  air.  God  has  made  your  form  so  fair. 


_^_*_S     S-gL-J     «_*_—  "_J£-     «_»_ 
— » — ~ —    — r1 : ra«  — tn zt* r i — 


^     1*»     b" 
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Little  merry,  laughing  child, 
Ever  playful,  ever  wild, 
Full  of  gladness   full  of  love, 
God  has  made  thee,  God  above, 


He  thy  little  spirit  keeps. 
For  he  never,  never  sleep.?. 
When  thy  little  life  is  past, 
lie  will  take  thee  ioiue  at  last. 


THINE,  THINE  ALONE. 


From  "  S.  S.  Banner."    T.  E.  PERKIN'S,  by  permission. 


Zf       — — c Jr_-r-cji)(_;9_j_c-r_ .l<*_j_« c ,_^^;_^_^_^-t^_^_;ijP^: — a 

1  I  have  sought  in  the  hip  of  earth,  Kest  from  every  pain  ;     T  have  drank  from  the  spring  of  j  >y,  But  all.  all  was  rain. 

2  I  have  gazed  on  the  sky  at  morn,  When  'twas  blue  and  fair  ;  But  a  cloud  in  the  distance  frown'd,  A  dark  storm  was  there. 

_    t-         s  in  i 

gagman  *^nrf— w—  ^ipp=-?B=arrsqr^z:5r=:«z|:ff— rf=^i*;^— ^pg-a^^Tiasrni— 5rr^fa|r==n 
— sz. . — cr- u*^—  ^    m  v — g   >»..■>  -U — u-a.-v-11 *»  c>tf— ^— f  '--sS-Li sx— s*-r«»— — n 


cnoiius. 


■> 1*! 


THINE,  THINE  ALONE.    Concluded. 

Je  -  shs     set    me    free,     Je  -  sus      I   would  ev  -  er     he      Lust 
So      whs    life     to      me      Tiil  roy   Saviour    set     me  free,       Je  - 

_  I       -o-      mm-*      ■*-      S       -       JB-     .«.     .«.  _  -<»-      -       J^      .*.  _ 

g— g>;:pa:=g=£:z:j=a:=*=^  —  Szt^z=mz==3  ~* =a~  pa  — f  r=S  =:p::=|-4=g::pS 
~zzzt_z:jj: — :z: — zzzzLzz.z\~- "  -zzLz* — ^_zdr^ — .»— ~i — ~ -izziz'zzizzzz £iJzz: 

4     I  have  learned  from  the  sacred  page 
How  I  ought  to  live. 
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ail     hut  thee.  Thine,  tliine    a  -   lone. 
I  would  he      Thine,  thine    a  -  lo.ie. 


3     I  have  Irmkeil  in  the  eye  of  ho]>e. 
When  its  smile  was  tray  ; 
I  have  joined  in  the  Sony  of  mirth, 

It nt  nl!  pa-sed  away. 
Chu.      What  was  hope  to  me 

'J'iil  mv  Saviour  set  me  free, 
.testis,  I  would  he 
Thine,  thine  alone. 


And  I  feel  now  a  peace  within 
The  world  cannot  (rive. 

Cho.     Jesus  set  ine  free, 

Jesus.  I  wojhi  ever  be 
J.ost  to  all  hnl  thee, 
Thine,  thine  alone. 


Sti=£fc=C3 


HOMES  IN  GLORY.    (Easter  Hymn.) 

CHORUS  From  S.  S.  Banner,  by  permission. 

-V— '— a-r»» — ^— ' Hi—1 &— S^-%- 


*«ti  —  -F \ — *>» — F-i — ■* — i F — -^i  — l— i — F3~ — •  R--^rF*« — — *r-~« — S-F—  *-• — ^ — SF*>— »— *— !-? 


/Come.  let 
V    Ourhless 


s  hail  the   ris-ing  morn   An  1  tune  our  happy  yo 
•il  Saviour  rose  to-day.  And  all  the  earth  re- juic 


«es.  V 
•  es    / 


„  /*T  s  Go  I  whog  ve  us  life  and  health,  our  men  Is  ind  every  hi  ■  sing. \ 
\llo\v  gra'.eiul  then  our  hearts  should  be,  So  many  j  >ys  poss  -ssitiy.     ) 


wnnd'rons 

He  dieJ  to  save  our  souls  from  death,  TVe  shout  the 


ttFezzgZzzttz+m^tezz^^zzzsz&izzz]^^ 

_n_^_t — b,_|__y_tj — ^_ j«-5-tj fc»— | y  '*-•— | — i-o^-tp— p   |      >-^p — ,* z^tp—^ ^d 

— -_^j:zxb^--^=;-.rs.t^;-fi3-«»nd;qx:M.— q=q|  3  u<it  most  we  prize  his  i 


^ 
:l»: 


15 


holy  word, 

easu'-p. 

The  lamp  that  lijlus  .mr  ivaiul'ring  feet 

To  wisdom,  truth,  and  pleasure.— CAo 

ZZt^ZZ^ZZZZZZ^ZfZi  ZZZ^ZZZ^ 9ZTZZ\~ZZ%  ~pl  And  tune  r-nr  happy  v\Ce»J 

■    ra» 5        ~r n      Our  hles-ed  Saviour  •:>e  to-day, 
I  AuU  all  the  earth  rejoices. — ('ao. 


story.  We  love  to  meet  where  Christians  pray,  Ami  sing  of  homes  iu  glory. 


218  OUR  FATHERS  LONG  AGO 

Words  by  Fanny  Crosht. 


PATRtOTIC. 


From  "Golden  Censer."    By  permission. 
—I fr-i — -\- -n iv— -ivi — I —  ' !- 


*=£& 


o a a m — •—— )  - — -u — ii» — •« — i 


,  /  When  a-  cross  the    o  -  cean  wile,  Where  the  heaving  waters    dow,  \ 
\  Cumethe  May  Flower  o'er  the  tide,  With  our  Fathers,  long  a-  go;   /When  they  neared  the  rocky 


--> — I* 


— r-<d^— , *- 


li^^-^-^-g — ig— htf » a> ai-r-^~ ^— »— h-        , ?-hd-^— frl-fr — fca— F| —    '  ~T~     3 


**—«!=; 


ai-F*^=; 


3i£ 


J i i_, 


strand,  And  their  cho-rus    rent   the      air, 

J      J  r*i 

.«_,_« fi « a!. 


Children  in  that  pilgrim  band  Clasped  then 
-*-p3 »— ~ — "» — 9 — r" • • • — i — ^~ 


-I 1 iN-r— | r 

lit  -  tie  hands  in  prayer,      Children  in  that  pilerim  band  Clasped  their  little  hands  in  prayer. 
I  II  -m.    -, 


*> 1> as « — r-lS'--- 

^zr-jg=a^B;— fce=  r.    —  : 


i — i — C= 


!=3?=c» 


t — 


— £  :z  ~  a»~  rfs'~T~r 
— | ^-b^z-c-E 
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2  Sweetly  ran?  their  evening  hymn 

O'er  tliiit  region  vast  ami  wide, 
Through  the  forest  dark  and  dim, 

And  the  nicking  pines  rep  L;<I. 
'Twas  a  c  dd  December  night, 

And  the  earth  was  robed  in  snow, 
But  the  stars  with  mellow  light 

Blest  our  Fathers  long  ago. 


I        1 


3  When  the  early  buds  were  seen. 

And  the  rohin's  song  was  heard, 
Children  frolicked  on  the  green, 

Happy  as  the  woodland  bird  ; 
Culled  the  daisy  young  anil  fair. 

Watched  the  brooklet's  quiet  flow, 
Banished  every  cloud  of  c  ire 

From  our  fathers  long  ago. 


4  When  our  country's  banner  bright 

Told  her  deeds  of  nnhle  worth. 
Children  hailed  its  radiant  light, 

Hailed  the  land  that  gave  Ui3m  birth; 
Children  now  rejoice  to  hear, 

All  their  youthful  hearts  can  know, 
And  the  precepts  still  revere 

Of  their  fathers  long  ago. 


MY  SHEPHERD. 
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Words  by  Miss  Thalhbimer. 


Music  arranged  for  this  work. 


ZS3*^^Si 


-l-r— I fr N „ 


.=*"=£*: 


1.  Tliou  art  my  Shepherd,    Car-ingin    ev-ery  need,  Thy  little  lambs  to  feed  ;  Trusting  Thee  still; 


In    the  green  pastures  low,  Where  living  waters  flow 


tt* — «- 


-m- — m — •— r-* — f* — m— ru* •" — *— ■— =■ — - 

"     *•     r      1        u     C       "     " 


U 
Safe  by  Tliy  side  I   go,  Fearing  no    ill. 


?o; 
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2  Or  if  the  way  should  lie 

Where  death  o'erhanging  nigh, 
My  soul  would  terrify 

"With  sudden  chill," — 
Yet  I  am  not  afraid  ; 
While  softly  on  my  head 
Thy  tender  hand  is  laid, 
I  fear  no  ill ! 

1  Lord,  do  not  leave  me! 
I'm  but  a  little  child. 
Weak,  poor,  and  sin  defiled, 
Afraid,  alone ; 


But  Thou  art  strong  and  wise, 
No  ill  can  Thee  surprise  ; 
Beneath  Thy  loving  eyes 
Danger  is  none. 

If  Thou  my  guide  wilt  be, 
Gladly  I'll  go  with  Thee;— 
No  harm  can  come  to  me 

Holding  Thy  hand; 
And  soon  my  weary  feet 
Safe  in  the  golden  street, 
Where  nil  wlm  low  Theo  meet-, 

Redeem 'd  whali  ii.aid. 


221)  CHANT.    No.  7. 

y  S0T-°]     |  cnoRUS^j      | 

Z eJ(2--(2.-l_g-t_0_]g_0-L0 p         1  JJ 


-J 


^siiei^i] 


CHANT.    No.  8. 
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1  O  all  j*e  Works  of  the  Lord,  bless  |  ye  the  |  Lord;   ||  praise  Him  and  |  magnify  |  Him  for  |  ever. 

2  O  ye  Angels  of  the  Lord,  bless  |  ye  the  |  Lord  ;   ||  praise  Him  and  I  magnify  |  I  Mm  for  j  ever. 

3  O  ve  Heavens,  bless,  |  ye  the  |  Lord;   ||  yea  let  it  praise  llim  and  |  magnify  |  Him  for  |  ever. 

4  O  ve  Sun  and  Moon,  bless  j  }'e  the  |  Lord;   ||  praise  Him  and  |  magnify  |  Him  for  |  ever, 
fi  O  ye  Stars  of  Heaven,  bless  |  ye  the  |  Lord  ;   ||   praise  Him  and  |  magnify  |  Him  for  |  ever. 

G  0  ye  Light  and  Darkness,  bless  |  ye  the  |  Lord;   ||  praise  llini  and  |  magnify  |  Him  for  |  ever. 

7  O  all  ye  Powers  of  the  Lord,  bless  |  ye  the  |  Lord;   ||   praise  llim  and  |  magnify  |  Him  for  |  ever. 

8  O  ye  lee  and  Snow,  bless  |  ye  the  |  Lord;   ||   praise  llim  and  |  magnify  |  Him  for  j  ever. 

9  O  ye  A\  inter  and  Summer,  bless  |  ye  the  |  Lord;   ||   praise  Him  and  |  magnify  |  llim  for  |  ever. 

10  0  ye  Frost  and  Cold,  bless  |  ye  the  |  Lord;   j|   praise  llim  and  |  magnify  |  llim  for  |  ever. 

11  0  ye  Nights  and  Days,  bless  |  ye  the  |  Lord;   ||  praise  llim  and  |  magnify  |  llim  for  |  ever. 

12  O  ye  Mountains,  and  Hills,  bless  |  ye  the  |  Lord  ;   ||  praise  llim  and  |  magnify  |  llim  for  |  ever. 

13  O  let  t lie  Earth,  |  bless   the  |  Lord  ;   ||   praise  Him  and  |  magnify  |  llim  for  |  ever. 

14  O  ye  Seas  and  Floods,  bless  |  ye  the  |  Lord;   ||   praise  llim  and  |  magnify  |  llim  for  |  ever. 

15  O  let  Israel,  |  bless  the  |  Lord;   ||   praise  Hir.i  and  |  magnify  |  llim  for  i  ever. 

10  0  ye  Children  of  Men,  bless  |  ye  the  |  Lord  ;   ||   praise  Him  and  |  magnify  |  llim  for  |  ever. 

17  0  ye  llighteous,  bless  |  ye  the  |  Lord;   ||  praise  iJiin  and  |  magnify  |  llim  for  |  ever 

18  O  ye  Servants  of  the  Lord,  bless  |  ye  the  |  Lord  ;   ||   praise  Him  and  |  magnify  |  Hitri  for  |  ever. 

19  Glory  be  to  the  Father,  and  |  to  the  |  Son,  ||  and  |  to  the  |  Holy  |  Ghost; 

20  As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  j  ever  |  shall  be,  |j  worid  with-  |  ou.  *nd,  |  A-  1  men. 


CHANT.    ISo.  9. 
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1  Praise  uie  Lord,  |  0  my  I  soul ;   ||  and  all  that  i3  within  me,  I  praise  his  |  holy  |  name. 

2  Praise  the  Lord,  j  0  my  |  soul,  ||  and  for-  |  get  not  |  all  liis  [  benefits; 

3  Who  forgiveth  |  nil  thy  |  sin,  ||  and  |  healeth  |  all  thine  |  infirmities; 

4  "Who  saveth  thy  |  life  from  de-  |  struction,  ||   and  crowneth  thee  with  |  mercy  and  J  loving  | 

kindness. 

5  O  praise  the  Lord,  ye  Angels  of  his,  ye  that  ex-  |  eel  in  |  strength;  ||  ye  that  fulfil  his  com- 

mandment, and  hearken  unto  the  |  voice  of  |  his=  |  word. 

6  O  praise  the  Lord,  all  |  ye  his  |  hosts;  ]|  ye  servants  of  |  his  that  |  do  his  |  pleasure. 

7  0  speak  good  of  the  Lord,  all  ye  works  of  his,  in  all  places  of  f  his  do-  |  minion:   |l  praise  thou 

the  |  Lord.—  |  0  my  |  soul. 

8  Glory  be  to  the  Father,  |  and  to  the  |  Son,  j|  and  |  to  the  |  Holy  |  Ghost; 

9  As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  |  ever  shall  I  be,  ||  world  without  |  end   |  A-  |  men. 
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2   3M  ID   E 


A  beautiful  borne 

A  crown  ■  f  glory  bright, 
A  friend  that,'-  ever  near 
Again  the  Lord  of  iifj... 

A  happy  home 

A  land  without  a  storm. 

Alettti 

A  light  in  the  wind  >w... 

All  hail  the  power 

Although  1.  am  a  sinful. , 
Am?.ri;j  grace,  how.... 

America,  6s  & 4* 

Amsterdam,  7s  &  Cs 

Angel' s  song 

Another  0.  eting  day 

Antioch ,  C.  JI 

A  Saviour  ever  near..... 

Asleep  ia  Jesus 

Avison 

Azmon,  CM 

Battle-cry 

Beautilul  Canaan .. 

Beautiful  country...   .. . 

Beautiful  home.. 

Beautiful  Z  on 

Beautiful  Ziro,  built  .... 
Befoiv  Jehovah's  awful.. 

Behold  n  stranger 

Bencet,  C.  M 

Best  day  of  all  'bo  week. 

Bsthany , 

Better  land 

Blessed  are  the  poor  .... 
Blessf-d  Si  bba;h  day. . . . 

Blest  be tho  Co 

'  Blow  ye  the*  trumpet  ... 

Bumeothal.  7« 

Bonumes'  c-nGteii  (ihnn 

Bright  rp  wn 

Bright  home  ■  b  >-o. .. .. . 

Brightest  and  best 

Captivity,  L.  M 
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Carol,  brothers,  carol 148 

Casting  all  j  our  care 2G9 

Children,  ccme,  will 141 

Children,  hear  the 77 

Children  of  Jerusalem....  211 
Children  if  1be  heavenly..  174 

Christ  for  tn? 70 

Christian,  seel  the  oiient  2CO 

Christian,  the  raorn 1C8 

Christian  victor,  10s 150 

Christians,  I  am  on  my. . .  100 

Christmas  anthem 176 

Come  and  sweetly  tur.e. ..  CI 
i>rae,  children,  and  join.  144 
Cemo, children  cfZion  ...  145 
Come,  children,  joia  to...      3 

dime,  ijonw  to  Jesus 145 

Com",  l<-t  us  hail 21 1 

Come,  let  us  join 45 

Come,  let  us  sing C7 

Come,  let  us  sweatly 140 

Come,  little  solditrs 132 

Com?,  my  soul,  thy 142 

Come,  sa.id  Jesus'  sacred..  100 
Come,  thou  Almighty....    24 

Come,  thou  fount  of 102 

Cotne  lo  Jesus,  erring  ....     £5 

Come  to  Jesus l-!5 

Come  to  Jesus,  just  now..  90 
Come  unto  Mo  (an.'/t.m)..  73 
Come,  weary  sou  s,  with..    6'J 

Come,  ye  chi  dren 107 

Come,  ye  tinners,  8s  &  7s.  70 
Come,  >e  sinners,  heavy..     76 

Coronation ,  C.  M 8 

Creation,  L.  M 1'7 

Cross  an  I  crown,  C.  M  ...  121 

Crucifix,  7s  !i  Cs Ii5 

Bare  to  do  right 31 

Dark  thro'  Ihe  desert 2  2 

Daughter  fifZio'i  74 

Days)  and  week*  and. 2ul 


PACE. 

Bear  Jesus,  C.  M 133 

Pear  Jesus,  ever  at 133 

B-ar  refuge  of  my C5 

Delay  not.  delay  not 128 

Dennis.  S.  M 118 

Depth  of  mercy,  can 142 

Do  good,  ihi  gi  od CG 

Doxologies  40,03,04,86,123,143 

Drooping  touls.no 105 

Ellenthorpe.  L.  M 80 

Epiphany,  Us  &10i 74 

Essex,  7s 10u 

Evening  devotion,  C.  M...     11 

Evening  hymn,  L.  M C7 

Even  mi...... 73 

Expostulation,  lis 128 

Exultation 1S4 

Ear  out  upon,  7s  &  Cs 3G 

Father,  may  we  ash 147 

Father,  whate'er  cf 213 

Flag  if  the  free 104 

Folsnm.llsft  10s 114 

Forever  w:tli  the  Lord,  S.M  131 
For  ho  careth  for  you  ....  200 
Fountain  i  f  grace,  rich. . .     73 

Fredei'c,  Us 1S6 

From  Greenland's  icy....     16 

Gathering 20 

Gertrude.  8»  &  7a 207 

Gloria  m  excd.>is  (cfta.'it)  136 
Glorious  things  cf  thee...  110 
Glory  be  t  •  Cod  (chant).  .  13G 
Glory  to  thep,  my  God...  C7 
Glory  to  tho  lather  give..  160 

Gwl  is  tnc  reloge  of 50 

God  of  our  (-a!  vat  ion 1.4 

Go  f  irtb,  yourg  soldiers. .  180 

Golden  hhore 93 

Great-God,  we  *ing  that..    72 
GiEdem",  O  ihon  great. ,     b8 
Hail  to  the  brightness,  lis 
&10s C8 


nan. 

IJambur?,  I,.  M 63 

Happy  band .• 67 

Happy  day 42 

Happy  greeting 144 

rjappvlaud,Cs&4s 161 

j  Hark  I  a  nice,  n 17 

'  Hark!  barkl  the  battle-cry    22 

Hark  I  my  soul 143 

Hark  I  ten  thousand  harps  61 
Hark  I  the  herald  argels.  174 
Hark  I  the  morning  bells.     76 

II.uk  I  tie  song  of! 200 

Hark  .'  the  sweetest  notes  C2 
n  u  k  I  t'uo.-e  hapi  y  voices  20 
Hark!  what  mem  those..  Ill 

Harwell,  Silzls CI 

Haste,  L> sinner,  to  be.  ..  1!3 
Hasten.  Lord.  •  .    32 

Qeaven'y  voice,  7s  &  53..     17 

He  dies,  the  friend  if 196 

Ho  knelt,  tho  Saviour....  138 

He  leadesh  me 50 

He  lives,  the  great 72 

He!m^ley 202 

Remans,  C  11.  M 133 

Henry, CXI 94 

Herald  angels,  7s 174 

Hero  we  throng  to  praise..  157 

niph  ia  the  heavens 1 

Holly 135 

Holy  lather,  thou  hast...     £8 

Home,  lis S9 

Homes  in  glory 217 

Homewatri  b  iimd 171 

flosannah  (in  fc«m)..l!C,  120 
How  beauteoua  are  th  ir.  153 
How  b'.est  Cue  t  'ght*i>iis. .  C8 
H  iw  ctnrmiLg  is  kh*  pUce  6 
How  (Era  a  foundation.;  .     12 

II  iv  happy  are  «ue;r 181 

How  loving  h  Jesus 144 

How  sweet  wi.l  be 191 


223 


tier.. 

Hu3hedbeiny„_^ £2 

Hymn  anthem 1C8 

Hymns  <  f  cratefnl  love. .    84 

1  sua  bound  fjr  ike 02 

I  have  sought  ia  ttc  lapof  2IG 

I  heard  tLo  voice  cf 14 

1  lay  my  bins  on 37 

I'll  think  of  ray  faviour  ..  103 

I'il  i  iso  up  early 70 

I  long  t">Lo  there 105 

I  love  Uiu  b'.cssi  d  f-'abbalh  103 
I'm  a  lonely  traveler  here    02 

I'm  a  pi'gnin 105 

I'm  a  I'i'gr  m  going  Lome  100 
I*m  buta  stranger  lure.  1>4 
I'm  going  lo  b>  a  soldier.  10 2 

Inos,  V.s 3 

la  tho Christian's  heme..  1S8 

Ioughl  t  >Jovc  my  mother,  1C4 
Isicg  the  Alm'ahly  power      0 

Italian  Ih  inn,  Cs  fc4s 24 

It  in  a  good  ihing  to  give.  158 
It  in  not  earthly  j.liasure.     20 

I've  lead  <  f  a  world  of 1C5 

Ives,  7s 80 

I  want  to  b  s  an  angel 155 

I  was  a  wandering  Mieep..  11 
I  would  not live n'way. ...  180 
Jerusalem ,  my  g  nrious. . ,  CO 
Jesus,  and  shall  it  ever. ..  13 
Jtsua  h  d  i  thro  come  ....  COS 

Jesus  died  foe  me 27 

Jesus  1  my  cross 120 

Je*us  ifl  our  fthrpbei'd... .  107 

Je.^us  love.'i  mo CO 

Jesus  my  a '.I 151 

Jesus,  tavKiur,  hear U0 

Jesus,  ibepheid  lit 1CS 

Jesus,  tender  Saviour....  424 
Jesus,  lender  she]  held. . .  10 
Jesus,  to  thy  dear 43 


TAG1? 

Jesus,  we  thy  lambs,  7s..  150 

Jesus,  who  knons 6 

Joy  ft  r  the  rorrowf ul  . . . .     40 

Joyfully,  joyfully 150 

Joy  to  the  wi  rid 44 

lobilale  Teo  (chant).....  215 

Jubilee,  7s 2C0 

Just  row 03 

Land  be\ oid  the  river....  187 
I.ar.d  wilhout  a  stoim.. ..     75 

Latter  day,  8s  Iz  7s "...  110 

I.cbanon/S  M 11 

Icuox.II.  H CO 

Let  every  he  art 115,  184 

Let  me  go 80 

Let  us  awake  our 25 

Life  is  the  t  me 87 

Lift  your  eyes  of  fiith....  151 

light  of  those  whose 10 

I.iulemode.-t  violet 210 

Lit.  !e  things 210 

LiOe  travelers,  7s 60 

Little  wanderer,  L.  11 43 

Lowell J 33 

l.o  I  descending 17i; 

Lo  1  lie  comes  with £03 

Lonely  traveler,  7s  &  4s..     92 

LooKj  ,\e  saints 202 

Lord, abide  with  me 140 

Lord,  at  thy  mercy-seat..   151 

Lord,  dismiss  us 202 

l.oul,  do  t  ot  leave  me....  210 

i .01  d ,  I  hea r  of 73 

Lord,  1ho  i  hast  searched.  C0> 

l.o!  tho  war  cloud 104 

b>ud  hal.elujahs 4S 

Love  nt  home 8S 

l.uella,  Cs  fi  6s 124 

Ma  oiling  along 103 

Maichingon 18 

Mar>den 00 

Martyrdom,  CM C4 


P.'GB 

Merer,  O  thou  eon 102 

Meroe.L.  M IS 

Metropolis,  G  M 00 

Mid  ecenes  of  confusion. ..     09 

Mfwaukce,  8s  &  7s 15 

Missionary  hymn, 73  Iz  Gs.    10 

Morning  ight 212 

Mornicgtcn.S.  M 2C3 

Mortals  awake,  with 45 

Mt.  Blanc  Gs&7* 10 

Mt.  Vernon,  8s  &  7s 10 

Must  Jesus  bear  the  cross.  121 
My  country 'tis  cf  thee. ..     85 

My  days  are  gliding 87 

My  fatherland 120 

My  Cod,  my  Linjr,  thy. ...     40 

My  heart  is  fixed 70 

My  Sabbath  song 51 

My  shepherd 210 

My  son,  know  tnou  the...  118 

.  aomi,C.  M 213 

Nearer  home 11C 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee..  183 

Nettleton,  8s  &  7s 102 

No  mortal  eye  that  land..  1^7 
Not.  a'l  lL-3u"loodof  bea-ts  £.03 

Now  be  tho  gospel 10 

Now  let  our  cbestful 04 

Now  let  our  souls 63 

Now  the  Saviour 77 

Nuw  we  lilt  our 54 

O  nil  je  works  (chant)....  220 
0  be  joyful  in  the  (chant)  215 
(»  come  l^t  us  sing  (chant)  1C7 

O  could  1  find  from 123 

O  could  our  thoughts. ...  123 
O  do  not  be  discouraged..     71 

U  for  a  -bout  <  f 0, 04 

O  for  a  thousand  tongues.  45 
Oft  when  the  waves  if...  21 
O  happy  day  thit  fixed. ..  43 
Old  hundred,  L.  M 43 


TAGE. 

Olive's  Crow.  I .  M 147 

Once  mi  ne  before  we  part.  118 
One  day  neaier  home....     74 

(Jcc  there  is  above 69 

On  Jordan's  rugged 122 

On  the  mountain's  top.. .  203 
Onward  Christian,  though  111 
Oaward,  press  onward...  205 

Op  1,8s  J F:  7s 126 

Open  w;de  tl;ecarden  gate  194 

Orion,  L.  si 6 

O  sacred  d.iy  of  peace....     67 

O  sawed  head  cow 175 

O say, can  you  see  by....  101 
O  the  sweet  wonders  of. ..  196 
O  ihou,  whose  tender....     64 

O  turn  >e,0  turn  ye 128 

Our  fathers  long  ago 218 

Out  f  n  nn<  ciao  nil 171 

O  what  beauties  adorn...  10© 
()  when  s.all  1  see  Jesus..  29 
O  wl'l  you  join  our  nappy.     87 

I'a'.nn  i.f  glory.... 81 

Peacefully  sleep 182 

Peacefully  lay  her 182 

Pilgrim  bind 132 

Pilgrim,  burdened  with. ..   189 

Pilgrims  song 131 

Pilgrims  we  are,  to 214 

1'leaso  lo  natch  us 10 

Polar  star 63 

Portugue-e  hymn,  lis...  12 
PnJiso  Ihol-oid  (an.'ftcm)  172 

Praise  tho  I.oid,  his 60 

i  'raise  the  lord.  O  (client)  221 
liaise  to  Cod.  immortal..     CO 

Preserved  by  thinn 42 

Prostrate,  dear  Jeans 65 

Rest  for  i  he  weary 188 

i.ise,  my  soul,  and 1C0 

P.ock  <  f  nge3,  cleft. 10T 

Keck  of  ages,  7b 107 
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VAC'S. 

Rothwell,  L.  M 72 

Rowley 181 

Sabbath, 7s 89 

Sabbath  evening 127 

Sabbath  school  inarchiug.    2 1 

Sabbath  60Dg 61 

Sale  at  heme...... 55 

Safely  thro'  another 89 

Sardius,  8a  &  7s SS 

Saviour  1  breathe  an.. ..    15 

Saviour,  ever  near 82 

Saviour,  Ike  a,  8s,  7s,  &  4s  92 
Saviour,  sourcs  cf  every. .  207 

Saviour's  praise 157 

Saviour,  who  thy  flock.. .  15 
Shall  hymns  of  grateful..  84 
Shall  we  sing  in  heaven..  47 
Shepherd  of  lender  youth.  25 
Shining  shore,  8s  &  7s...  87 
Shout  tho glad  tidings..  .  199 

Sing  to  the  Lord 1S3 

Spread  my  soul. S3 

Sinner,  hear  the  voice 135 

Sinners'  invitation,  6s  &  7s  141 
Sinner,  wafee,  no  mire....  204 

Soft  be  the  gently 119 

Softly  fades  the  twilight..  127 

Softly  now  the  light 135 

Soldiers  of  Christ 20  > 

Song  of  praise 140 

Songs  of  praise  the 10  J 

Sound  1  he  loud  timbrel...  199 

Stand  up  for  Jesus 108 

Stand  up  I  stand  up 30 

Star-spangled  banne : 101 

State  street,  S.  M 4 

Strains  of  music 51 

Submission,  7s  &  5s 85 

Sweet  hour  of  prayer. ...  34 
Sweet  waj  the  time  when.  C9 
Sweet  i3  the  work, my....  30 
Take  the  cross 1S5 


PAGE. 

Tanpan,. I   N-.        122 

That,fe,gVi.^  AiTV^I 115 

Theacs.vV'tv' 152 

Tho  baUFe-cry  ', 130 

The  beat  day  of  art 190 

The  better  >an& 163 

The  blessed  Sabb%+b  C\* .   19 J 

The  bright  crown 567 

The  children  are  ga  11  r  -i.  \  108 
The  day  is  past  and  gout,    119 

The  flag  of  the  free K>4 

The  gathering 20 

The  golden  shore 93 

The  happy  band 97 

The  head  that  once  was  £5 
The  heavens  declare  thy.  C 
The  land  beyond  tho  river  87 
The  little  wanderer,  L.  M.     i3 

The  Lord  is  king 7 

The  Lord  is  my  shepherd.  13 
iiho  Lord  my  pastu  re . . . .  17 
The  Lord  my  shepherd  is.  .'•IS 

The  morning  light  js 28 

The  polar  star C3 

There  is  a  glorious  world.  91 
There  is  a  happy  land....  161 
There  is  a  land  of  pure. . .  123 

There  U  beauty 88 

1  hero  is  a  place  where. . .  129 
There's  a  beautiful  home,  210 
There's  a  light  in  the ....  40 
There's  a  song  the  angels,  15.2 
The  rosy  light  is  dawning  28 
TheSaviour'spraise8s&7s  157 
The  shining  whore,  8s &  7s    87 

The  sinner's,  Cs  &  7s 141 

Tho  Spirit  in  our  hearts. .  4 
Tho  star-spangled  banner  101 
Tho  star.ry  firmament ....  7 
The  Sunday-school  army.     71 

The  welcom"  home 191 

Thine  earthly  Sabbath. . .    57 


PAGE. 

Thine,  thine,  alone. 216 
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